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Benedicti de Spinoza Tractatus de Deo et Homine ejusque 
Felicitate Lineamenta. Atque Annotationes ad Tractatum 
Theologico-Politicum. Edidit et illustravit Epwarpvus 
Bornmer. Hale ad Salam. J.F. Lippert. 1852. 


Tuts little volume is one evidence among many of 
the interest which continues to be felt by the German 
students in Spinoza. The actual merit of the book 
itself is little or nothing; but it shows the industry 
with which they are gleaning among the libraries of 
Holland for any traces of him which they can re- 
cover; and the smallest fragments of his writings 
are acquiring that factitious importance which at- 
taches to the most insignificant relics of acknow- 
ledged greatness. Such industry cannot be otherwise 
than laudable, but we do not think it at present 
altogether wisely directed. Nothing is likely to be 
brought to light which will further illustrate Spinoza’s 
philosophy. He himself spent the better part of his 
life in clearing his language of ambiguities; and 
such earlier sketches of his system as are supposed 
still to be extant in MS., and a specimen of which 
M. Boehmer believes himself to have discovered, 
contribute only obscurity to what is in no need of 
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additional difficulty. Of Spinoza’s private history, 
on the contrary, rich as it must have been, and 
abundant traces of it as must be extant somewhere 
in his own and his friends’ correspondence, we know 
only enough to feel how vast a chasm remains to be 
filled. It is not often that any man in this world 
lives a life so well worth writing as Spinoza lived; 
not for striking incidents or large events connected 
with it, but because (and no sympathy with his 
peculiar opinions disposes us to exaggerate his merit) 
he was one of the very best men whom these modern 
times have seen. Excommunicated, disinherited, 
and thrown upon the world when a mere boy to seek 
his livelihood, he resisted the inducements which on 
all sides were urged upon him to come forward in 
the world. He refused pensions, legacies, money in 
many forms; he maintained himself with grinding 
glasses for optical instruments, an art which he had 
been taught in early life, and in which he excelled 
the best workmen in Holland; and when he died, 
which was at the early age of forty-four, the affection 
with which he was regarded showed itself singularly 
in the endorsement of a tradesman’s bill which was 
sent in to his executors, in which he was described 
as M. Spinoza of ‘ blessed memory.’ 

The account which remains of him we owe, not to 
an admiring disciple, but to a clergyman to whom 
his theories were detestable; and his biographer 
allows that the most malignant scrutiny had failed to 
detect a blemish in his character—that, except so far 
as his opinions were blameable, he had lived to out- 
ward appearance free from fault. We desire, in 
what we are going to say of him, to avoid offensive 
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collision with popular prejudices; still less shall 
we place ourselves in antagonism with the earnest 
convictions of serious persons: our business is to 
relate what Spinoza was, and leave others to form 
their own conclusions. But one lesson there does 
seem to lie in such a life of such a man,—a lesson 
which he taught equally by example and in word,— 
that wherever there is genuine and thorough love 
for good and goodness, no speculative superstructure 
of opinion can be so extravagant as to forfeit those 
graces which are promised, not to clearness of intel- 
lect, but to purity of heart. In Spinoza’s own beau- 
tiful language, —‘ Justitia et caritas unicum et 
certissimum vere fidei Catholice signum est, et veri 
( Spiritiis Sancti fructus: et ubicumque hec reperiuntur, 
ibi Christus re vera est, et ubicumque hee desunt 
deest Christus: solo namque Christi Spiritu duci 
possumus in amorem Jjustitie et caritatis.” We may 
deny his conclusions; we may consider his system 
of thought preposterous and even pernicious ; but we 
cannot refuse him the respect which is the right of 
all sincere and honourable men. - Wherever and on 
whatever questions good men are found ranged on 
opposite sides, one of three alternatives is always 
true :—either the pomts of disagreement are purely 
speculative and of no moral importance—or there is 
a misunderstanding of language, and the same thing 
is meant under a difference of words—or else the 
real truth is something different from what is held 
by any of the disputants, and each is representing 
some important element which the others ignore or 
forget. In either case, a certain calmness and 
good temper is necessary, if we would understand 
B 2 
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what we disagree with, or would oppose it with 
success; Spinoza’s influence over European thought 
is too great to be denied or set aside; and if his 
doctrines be false in part, or false altogether, we 
cannot do their work more surely than by calumny 
or misrepresentation—a most obvious truism, which 
no one now living will deny in words, and which a 
century or two hence perhaps will begin to produce 
some effect upon the popular judgment. 

Bearing it in mind, then, ourselves, as far as we 
are able, we propose to examine the Pantheistic phi- 
losophy in the first and only logical form which as 
yet it has assumed. Whatever may have been the 
case with Spinoza’s disciples, in the author of this 
system there was no unwillingness to look closely at 
it, or to follow it out to its conclusions ; and whatever 
other merits or demerits belong to him, at least he 
has done as much as with language can be done to 
make himself thoroughly understood. 

And yet, both in friend and enemy alike, there has 
been a reluctance to see Spinoza as he really was. 
The Herder and Schleiermacher school have claimed 
him as a Christian—a position which no little dis- 
guise was necessary to make tenable; the orthodox 
Protestants and Catholics have called him an Atheist 
—which is still more extravagant; and even a man 
like Novalis, who, it might have been expected, 
would have had something reasonable to say, could 
find no better name for him than a Gott trunkner 
Mann—a God intoxicated man: an expression which 
has been quoted by everybody who has since written 
upon the subject, and which is about as inapplicable 
as those laboriously pregnant sayings usually are. 
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With due allowance for exaggeration, such a name 
would describe tolerably the Transcendental mystics, 
a Toler, a Boehmen, or a Swedenborg; but with what 
justice can it be applied to the cautious, methodical 
Spinoza, who carried his thoughts about with him 
for twenty years, deliberately shaping them, and who 
gave them at last to the world in a form more severe 
than with such subjects had ever been so much as 
attempted before ? With him, as with all great men, 
there was no effort after sublime emotions. He was 
a plain, practical person; his object in philosophy 
was only to find a rule by which to govern his own 
actions and his own judgment; and his treatises 
contain no more than the conclusions at which he 
arrived in this purely personal search, with the 
grounds on which he rested thein. 

We cannot do better than follow his own account 
of himself as he has given it in the opening of his 
unfinished Tract, ‘De HEmendatione Intellectis.’ 
His language is very beautiful, but it is elaborate 
and full; and, as we have a long journey before us, 
we must be content to epitomise it. 

Looking round him on his entrance into lifo, and 
asking himself what was his place and business there, 
he turned for examples to his fellow-men, and found 
little that he could venture to imitate. He observed 
them all in their several ways governing themselves 
by their different notions of what they thought desir- 
able ; while these notions themselves were resting on 
no more secure foundation than a vague, inconsistent 
experience: the experience of one was not the expe- 
rience of another, and thus men were all, so to say, 
rather playing experiments with life than living, and 
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the larger portion of them miserably failing. Their 
mistakes arose, as it seemed to Spinoza, from inade- 
quate knowledge; things which at one time looked 
desirable, disappointed expectation when obtained, 
and the wiser course concealed itself often under an 
uninviting exterior. He desired to substitute cer- 
tainty for conjecture, and to endeavour to find, by 
some surer method, where the real good of man 
actually lay. We must remember that he had been 
brought up a Jew, and had been driven out of the 
Jews’ cominunion ; his mind was therefore in contact 
with the bare facts of life, with no creed or system 
lying between them and himself as the interpreter of 
experience. He was thrown on his own resources to 
find his way for himself, and the question was, how 
to find it. Of all forms of human thought, one only, 
he reflected, would admit of the certainty which he 
required. If certain knowledge were attainable at 
all, it must be looked for under the mathematical or de- 
monstrative method; by tracing from ideas clearly con- 
ceived the consequences which were formally involved 
in them. What, then, were theseideas—these vere idee, 
as he calls them—and how were they to be obtained ? 
If they were to serve as the axioms of his system, 
they must be self-evident truths, of which no proof 
was required; and the illustration which he gives of 
the character of such ideas is ingenious and Platonic. 

In order to produce any mechanical instrument, 
Spinoza says, we require others with which to manu- 
facture it; and others again to manufacture those; 
and it would seem thus as if the process must be an 
infinite one, and as if nothing could ever be made at 
all. Nature, however, has provided for the difficulty 
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in creating of her own accord certain rude instru- 
ments, with the help of which we can make others 
better; and others again with the help of those. 
And so he thinks it must be with the mind; there 
must be somewhere similar original instruments 
provided also as the first outfit of intellectual enter- 
prise. To discover these, he examines the various 
senses in which men are said to know anything, and 
he finds that they resolve themselves into three, or, 
as he elsewhere divides it, four. 

We know a thinge— 

( 1, Hz mero auditu: because we have heard 
it from some person or persons whose veracity 
we have no reason to question. 

li. Ab experientid vagd: from general expe- 
rience: for instance, all facts or phenomena 
which come to us through our senses as phe- 
nomena, but of the causes of which we are 
ignorant. 

2. We know a thing as we have correctly con- 
ceived the laws of its phenomena, and see them 
following in their sequence in the order of nature. 

3. Finally, we know a thing, ex scientid intuitivd, 
which alone is absolutely clear and certain. 

To illustrate these divisions, suppose it be required 
to find a fourth proportional which shall stand to the 
third of three numbers as the second does to the 
first. The merchant’s clerk knows his rule; he 
multiplies the second into the third and divides by 
the first. He neither knows nor cares to know why 
the result is the number which he seeks, but he has 
learnt the fact that it is so, and he remembers it. 

A person a little wiser has tried the experiment in 
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a variety of simple cases; he has discovered the rule 
by induction, but still does not understand it. 

A third has mastered the laws of proportion ma- 
thematically, as he has found them in Euclid or other 
geometrical treatise. 

A fourth, with the plain numbers of 1, 2, and 3, 
sees for himself by simple intuitive force that 
1: 2=38: 6. 

Of these several kinds of knowledge the third and 
fourth alone deserve to be called knowledge, the 
others being no more than opinions more or less 
justly founded. The last is the only real insight, 
_ although the third, being exact in its form, may be 
depended upon as a basis of certainty. Under this 
last, as Spinoza allows, nothing except the very 
simplest truths, non nist suemplicissime veritates, can 
be perceived; but, such as they are, they are the 
foundation of all after-science; and the true ideas, the 
vere idee, which are apprehended by this faculty of 
intuition, are the primitive instruments with which 
nature has furnished us. If we ask for a test by 
which to distinguish them, he has none to give us. 
‘Veritas,’ he says to his friends, in answer to their 
question, ‘ veritas index sui est et falsi. Veritas se 
ipsam patefacit.? All original truths are of such 
a kind that they cannot without absurdity even be 
conceived to be false; the opposites of them are 
contradictions in terms.—‘ Ut sciam me scire, 
necessario debeo prius scire. Hinc patet quod certi- 
tudo nihil est preter ipsam essentiam objectivam. 

Cum itaque veritas nullo egeat signo, sed 
sufficiat habere essentiam rerum objectivam, aut quod 
idem est ideas, ut omne tollatur dubium; hinc 
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sequitur quod vera non est methodus, signum veri- 
tatis queerere post acquisitionem idearum; sed quod 
vera methodus est via, ut ipsa veritas, aut essentize 
objective rerum, aut idez (omnia illa idem sig- 
nificant) debito ordine querantur.’ (De Hmend. 
Intell.) 

Spinoza will scarcely carry with him the reasoner 
of the nineteenth century in arguments like these. 
When we remember the thousand conflicting opinions, 
the truth of which their several advocates have as 
little doubted as they have doubted their own exist- 
ence, we require some better evidence than a mere 
feeling of certainty ; and Aristotle’s less pretending 
canon promises a safer road. “O zaot doxet, ‘what 
all men think,’ says Aristotle, rodro evar ddper ‘ this 
we say 7s,—‘and if you will not have this to bea 
fair ground of conviction, you will scarcely find one 
which will serve you better.’ We are to see, however, 
what these idew are which are offered to us as self- 
evident. Of course, if they are self-evident, if they 
do produce conviction, nothing more is to be said; 
but it does, indeed, appear strange to us that Spinoza 
was not staggered as to the validity of his canon, 
when his friends, every one of them, so floundered 
and stumbled among what he regarded as his simplest 
propositions; when he found them, in spite of all 
_ that he could say, requiring endless signa veritatis, 
and unable for a long time even to understand their 
meaning, far less to ‘recognise them as elementary 
certainties.’ Modern readers may, perhaps, be more 
fortunate. We produce at length the definitions and 
axioms of the first book of the ‘ Ethica,’ and they may 
judge for themselves :— 
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DEFINITIONS. 


1. By a thing which is causa sui, its own cause, I mean a 
thing the essence of which involves the existence of it, or a 
thing which cannot be conceived except as existing. 

2. I call a thing finite, suo genere, when it can be limited 
by another (or others) of the same nature—eg. a given 
body is called finite, because we can always conceive another 
body enveloping it; but body is not limited by thought, nor 
thought by body. 

3. By substance I mean what exists in itself and is con- 
ceived by itself; the conception of which, that is, does not 
involve the conception of anything else as the cause of it. 

4. By attribute I mean whatever the intellect perceives of 
substance as constituting the essence of substance. 

5. Mode is an affection of substance, or is that which is in 
something else, by and through which it is conceived. 

6. God isa being absolutely infinite ; a substance consist- 
ing of infinite attributes, each of which expresses his eternal 
and infinite essence. 


EXPLANATION. 


I say absolutely infinite, not infinite suo genere—for of what 
is infinite suo genere only, the attributes are not infinite but 
finite; whereas what is infinite absolutely contains in its own 
essence everything by which substance can be expressed, and 
which involves no impossibility. 

7. That thing is ‘free’ which exists by the sole necessity 
of its own nature, and is determined in its operation by itself 
only. That is ‘not free’ which is called into existence by 
something else, and is determined in its operation according 
to a fixed and definite method. 

8. Eternity 1s existence itself, conceived as following 
necessarily and solely from the definition of the thing which 
is eternal. 


EXPLANATION. 


Because existence of this kind is conceived as an eternal 
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verity, and, therefore, cannot be explained by duration, even 
though the duration be without beginning or end. 


Soi far tlie deshitiona’ then follow the 


AXIOMS. 

1. All things that exist, exist either of themselves or in 
virtue of something else. 

2. What we cannot conceive of as existing in virtue of 
something else, we must conceive through and in itself. 

3. From a given cause an effect necessarily follows, and if 
there be no given cause no effect can follow. 

4. Things which: have nothing in common with each other 
cannot be understood through one another—z.e. the conception 
of one does not involve the conception of the other. 

5. To understand an effect implies that we understand the 
cause of it. 

6. A true idea is one which corresponds with its ideate. 

7. The essence of anything which can be conceived as 
non-existent does not involve existence. 


Such is our metaphysical outfit of simple ideas 
with which to start upon our enterprise of learning. 
The larger number of them, so far from being simple, 
must be absolutely without meaning to persons whose 
minds are undisciplined in metaphysical abstraction ; 
they become only intelligible propositions as we look 
back upon them with the light of the system which 
they are supposed to contain. 

Although, however, we may justly quarrel with 
such unlooked-for difficulties, the important question, 
after all, is not of the obscurity of these axioms, but 
of their truth. Many things in all the sciences are 
obscure to an unpractised understanding, which are 
true enough and clear enough to people acquainted 
with the subjects, and they may be fairly made the 
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foundations of a scientific system, although rudimen- 
tary students must be contented to accept them upon 
faith. Of course, also, it is entirely competent to 
Spinoza, or to any one, to define the terms which he 
intends to use just as he pleases, provided it be under- 
stood that any conclusions which he derives out of 
them apply only to the ideas so defined, and not to 
any supposed object existing which corresponds with 
them. Euclid defines his triangles and circles, and 
discovers that to figures so described, certain pro- 
perties previously unknown may be proved to belong. 
But as in nature there are no such things as triangles 
and circles exactly answering the definition, his con- 
clusions, as applied to actually existing objects, are 
either not true at all or only proximately so. Whether 
it be possible to bridge over the gulf between existing 
things and the abstract conception of them, as Spinoza 
attempts to do, we shall presently see. It is a royal 
road to certainty if it be a practicable one; but 
we cannot say that we ever met any one who could 
say honestly Spinoza’s reasonings had convinced him ; 
and power of demonstration, like all other powers, 
can be judged only by its effects. Does it prove? 
does it produce conviction? If not, it is nothing. 
We need not detain our readers among these 
abstractions. The power of Spinozism does not lie 
so remote from ordinary appreciation, or we should 
long ago have heard the last of it. Like all other 
systems which have attracted followers, it addresses 
itself, not to the logical intellect, but to the imagina- 
tion, which it affects to set aside. We refuse to sub- 
mit to the demonstrations by which it thrusts itself 
upon our reception; but regarding it as a whole, as 
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an attempt to explain the nature of the world of 
which we are a part, we can still ask ourselves how 
far the attempt is successful. Some account of these 
things we know that there must be, and the curiosity 
which asks the question regards itself, of course, as 
competent in some degree to judge of the answer to it. 

Before proceeding, however, to regard this philo- 
sophy in the aspect in which it is really powerful, 
we must clear our way through the fallacy of the 
method. 

The system is evolved in a series of theorems in 
severely demonstrative order out of the definitions 
and axioms which we have translated. To proposi- 
tions 1—6 we have nothing to object; they will not, 
probably, convey any very clear ideas, but they are 
so far purely abstract, and seem to follow (as far as 
we can speak of ‘following’ in such subjects) by 
fair reasoning. ‘Substance is prior in nature to its 
affections.’ ‘Substances with different attributes 
have nothing in common,’ and, therefore, ‘ one cannot 
be the cause of the other.’ ‘Things really distinct 
are distinguished by difference either of attribute or 
mode (there being nothing else by which they can be 
distinguished), and, therefore, because things modally 
distinguished do not gud substance differ from one 
another, there cannot be more than one substance of 
the same attribute. Therefore (let us remind our 
readers that we are among what Spinoza calls notiones 
sumplicissimas), since there cannot be two substances 
of the same attribute, and substances of different 
attributes cannot be the cause one of the other, it 
follows that no substance can be produced by another 
substance.’ 
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The existence of substance, he then concludes, is 
involved in the nature of the thing itself. Substance 
exists. It does and must. We ask, why? and we 
are answered, because there is nothing capable of 
producing it, and therefore it is self-caused—+.e. by 
the first definition the essence of it implies existence 
as part of the idea. It is astonishing that Spinoza 
should not have seen that he assumes the fact that 
substance does exist in order to prove that it must. 
If it cannot be produced and exists, then, of course, 
it exists in virtue of its own nature. But supposing 
it does not exist, supposing it is all a delusion, the 
proof falls to pieces. We have to fall back on the 
facts of experience, on the obscure and unscientific 
certainty that the thing which we call the world, and 
the personalities which we call ourselves, are a real 
substantial something, before we find ground of any 
kind to stand upon. Conscious of the infirmity of his 
demonstration, Spinoza winds round it and round it, 
adding proof to proof, but never escaping the same 
vicious circle: substance exists because it exists, and 
the ultimate experience of existence, so far from being 
of that clear kind which can be accepted as an axiom, 
is the most confused of all our sensations. What is 
existence ? and what is that something which we say 
exists? Things—essences—existences! these are 
but the vague names with which faculties, constructed 
only to deal with conditional phenomena, disguise 
their incapacity. The world in the Hindoo legend 
was supported upon the back of the tortoise. It was 
a step between the world and nothingness, and served 
to cheat the imagination with ideas of a fictitious 
resting-place. 
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If any one affirms (says Spinoza) that he has a clear, dis- 
tinct—that is to say, a true—idea of substance, but that never- 
theless he is uncertain whether any such substance exist, it is 
the same as if he were to affirm that he had a true idea, but 
yet was uncertain whether it was not false. Or if he says that 
substance can be created, it is like saying that a false idea can 
become a true idea—as absurd a thing as it is possible to 
conceive; and therefore the existence of substance, as well 
as the essence of it, must be acknowledged as an eternal 
verity. 

It is again the same story. Spinoza speaks of a 
clear idea of substance; but he has not proved that 
such an idea is within the compass of the mind. A 
man’s own notion that he sees clearly, is no proof 
that he really sees clearly ; and the distinctness of a 
definition in itself is no evidence that it corresponds 
adequately with the object of it. No doubt a man 
who professes to have an idea of substance as an ex- 
isting thing, cannot doubt, as long as he has it, that 
substance so exists. This is merely to say that as 
long as a man is certain of this or that fact, he has no 
doubt of it. But neither his certainty nor Spinoza’s 
will be of any use to a man who has no such idea, . 
and who cannot recognise the lawfulness of the 
method by which it is arrived at. 

From the self-existing substance it is a short step 
to the existence of God. After a few more propositions, 
following one another with the same kind of coherence, 
we arrive successively at the conclusion that there is 
but one substance; that this substance being neces- 
sarily existent, it is also infinite; that it is therefore 
identical with the Being who had been previously 
defined as the ‘ Ens absolute perfectum.’ 

Demonstrations of this kind were the characteristics 


16 Spinoza. 


of the period. Des Cartes had set the example of 
constructing them, and was followed by Cudworth, 
Clarke, Berkeley, and many others besides Spinoza. 
The inconclusiveness of the method may perhaps be 
observed most readily in the strangely opposite con- 
ceptions formed by all these writers of the nature of 
that Being whose existence they nevertheless agreed, 
by the same process, to gather each out of their ideas. 
It is important, however, to examine it carefully, for 
it is the very keystone of the Pantheistic system. 

As stated by Des Cartes, the argument stands some- 
thing as follows:—God is an all-perfect Being,— 
perfection is the idea which we form of Him: exist- 
ence is a mode of perfection, and therefore God exists. 
The sophism we are told is only apparent. Existence 
is part of the idea—as much involved in it as the 
equality of all lines drawn from the centre to the 
circumference of a circle is involved in the idea of a 
circle. A non-existent all-perfect Being is as incon- 
ceivable as a quadrilateral triangle. 

It is sometimes answered that in this way we may 
prove the existence of anything—Titans, Chimeras, 
or the Olympian Gods; we have but to define them as 
existing, and the proof is complete. But, this objection 
summarily set aside; none of these beings are by 
hypothesis absolutely perfect, and, therefore, of their 
existence we can conclude nothing. With greater 
justice, however, we may say, that of such terms as 
perfection and existence we know too little to specu- 
late. Existence may be an imperfection for all we 
can tell; we know nothing about the matter. Such 
arguments are but endless petitiones principii—like 
the self-devouring serpent, resolving themselves into 
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nothing. We wander round and round them, in the 
hope of finding some tangible point at which we can 
seize their meaning; but we are presented every- 
where with the same impracticable surface, from 
which our grasp glides off ineffectual. 

Spinoza himself, however, obviously felt an intense 
conviction of the validity of his argument. His 
Opinion is stated with sufficient distinctness in one of 
his letters. ‘ Nothing is more clear,’ he writes to his 
pupil De Vries, ‘than that, on the one hand, every- 
thing which exists is conceived by or under some 
attribute or other; that the more reality, therefore, 
a being or thing has, the more attributes must be 
assigned to it;’ ‘and conversely’ (and this he calls 
his argumentum palmarvum in proof of the existence 
of God), ‘the more attributes I assign to a thing, the 
more I am forced to conceive tt as existing.’ Arrange 
the argument how we please, we shall never get it 
into a form clearer than this:— The more perfect 
a thing is, the more it must exist (as if existence 
could admit of more or less); and therefore the all- 
perfect Being must exist absolutely. There is no 
flaw, we are told, in the reasoning; and if we are not 
convinced, it is from the confused habits of our own 
minds. 

Some persons may think that all arguments are 
good when on the right side, and that it is a gratui- 
tous impertinence to quarrel with the proofs of a 
conclusion which it is so desirable that all should 
receive. As yet, however, we are but inadequately 
acquainted with the idea attached by Spinoza to the 
word perfection; and if we commit ourselves to his 
logic, it may lead us out to unexpected consequences. 

VOL. II. Cc : 
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All such reasonings presume, as a first condition, that 
we men possess faculties capable of dealing with abso- 
lute ideas; that we can understand the nature of 
things external to ourselves as they really are in their 
absolute relation to one another, independent of our 
own conception. The question immediately before us 
is one which can never be determined. The truth 
which is to be proved is one which we already believe ; 
and if, as we believe also, our conviction of God’s 
existence is, like that of our own existence, intuitive 
and immediate, the grounds of it can never adequately 
be analysed; we cannot say exactly what they are, 
and therefore we cannot say what they are not. 
Whatever we receive intuitively, we receive without 
proof; and stated as a naked proposition, it must 
involve a petitio principu. We have a right, however, 
to object at once to an argument in which the con- 
clusion is more obvious than the premises; and if it 
lead on to other consequences which we disapprove in 
themselves, we reject it without difficulty or hesita- 
tion. We ourselves believe that God is, because we 
experience the control of a ‘ power’ which is stronger 
than we; and our instincts teach us so much of the 
nature of that power as our own relation to it requires 
us to know. God is the being to whom our obedience 
is due; and the perfections which we attribute to him 
are those moral perfections which are the proper 
object of our reverence. Strange to say, the perfec- 
tions of Spinoza, which appear so clear to him, are 
without any moral character whatever; and for men 
to speak of the justice of God, he tells us, is but to see 
in him a reflection of themselves; as if a triangle 
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were to conceive of him as eminenter triangularis, or a 
circle to give him the property of circularity. 

Having arrived at existence, we next find ourselves 
among ideas, which at least are intelligible, if the 
character of them is as far removed as before from 
the circle of ordinary thought. Nothing exists except 
substance, the attributes under which substance is 
expressed, and the modes or affections of those attri- 
butes. There is but one substance self-existent, 
eternal, necessary, and that is the absolutely Infinite 
all-perfect Being. Substance cannot produce sub- 
stance, and therefore there is no such thing as 
creation; and everything which exists is either an 
attribute of God, or an affection of some attribute of 
him, modified in this manner or in that. Beyond him 
there is nothing, and nothing like him or equal to 
him; he therefore alone in himself is absolutely free, 
uninfluenced by anything, for nothing is except him- 
self; and from him and from his supreme power, 
essence, intelligence (for these words mean the same 
thing), all things have necessarily flowed, and will and 
must flow for ever, in the same manner as from the 
nature of a triangle it follows, and has followed, and 
will follow from eternity to eternity, that the angles 
of it are equal to two right angles. It would seem as 
if the analogy were but an artificial play upon words, 
and that it was only metaphorically that in mathe- 
matical demonstration we speak of one thing as fol- 
lowing from another. The properties of a curve or 
a triangle are what they are at all times, and the 
sequence is merely in the order in which they are 
successively known to ourselves. But according to 
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Spinoza, this is the only true sequence; and what we 
call the universe, and all the series of incidents in 
earth or planet, are involved formally and mathemati- 
cally in the definition of God. 

Each attribute is infinite swo genere; and it is time 
that we should know distinctly the meaning which 
Spinoza attaches to that important word. Out of the 
infinite number of the attributes of God, two only, he 
says, are known to us—‘ extension,’ and ‘ thought,’ 
or ‘mind.’ Duration, even though it be without 
beginning or end, is not an attribute; it is not even 
a real thing. Time has no relation to Being, con- 
ceived mathematically ; it would be absurd to speak 
of circles or triangles as any older to-day than they 
were at the beginning of the world. These and 
everything of the same kind are conceived, as Spinoza 
rightly says, sub quddam specie eternitatis. But exten- 
sion, or substance extended, and thought, or substance 
perceiving, are real, absolute, and objective. We must 
not confound extension with body; for though body be 
a mode of extension, there is extension which is not 
body, and it is infinite because we cannot conceive it 
to be limited except by itself—or, in other words, to 
be limited at all. And as it is with extension, so it is 
with mind, which is also infinite with the infinity of 
its object. Thus there is no such thing as creation, 
and no beginning or end. All things of which our 
faculties are cognizant under one or other of these 
attributes are produced from God, and in him they 
have their being, and without him they would cease 
to be. 

Proceeding by steps of rigid demonstration (and 
most admirably indeed is the form of the philosophy 
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adapted to the spirit of it), we learn that God is the 
only causa libera; that no other thing or being has 
any power of self-determination; all moves by fixed 
laws of causation, motive upon motive, act upon act; 
there is no free will, and no contingency; and how- 
ever necessary it may be for our incapacity to consider 
future things as in a sense contingent (see Tractat. 
Theol. Polit. cap. iv., sec. 4), this is but one of the 
thousand convenient deceptions which we are obliged 
to employ with ourselves. God is the causa ummanens 
omnium ; he is not a personal being existing apart from 
the universe; but himself in his own reality, he is ex- 
pressed in the universe, which is his living garment. 
Keeping to the philosophical language of the time, 
Spinoza preserves the distinction between natura 
naturans and natura. naturata. ‘The first is being in 
itself, the attributes of substance as they are con- 
ceived simply and alone; the second is the infinite 
series of modifications which follow out of the proper- 
ties of these attributes. And thus all which 7s, is 
what it is by an absolute necessity, and could not 
have been other than itis. God is free, because no 
causes external to himself have power over him; and 
as good men are most free when most a law to them- 
selves, so it is no infringement on God’s freedom 
to say that he must have acted as he has acted, but: 
rather he is absolutely free because absolutely a law 
himself to himself. 

Here ends the first book of Spinoza’s Ethics—the 
book which contains, as we said, the notiones simpli- 
cissimas, and the primary and rudimental deductions 
from them. His Dei naturam, he says, in his lofty 
confidence, ejusque proprietates explicui. But, as if 
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conscious that his method will never convince, he 
concludes this portion of his subject with an analyti- 
cal appendix; not to explain or apologise, but to show 
us clearly, in practical detail, the position into which 
he has led us. The root, we are told, of all philoso- 
phical errors lies in our notion of final causes; we 
invert the order of nature, and interpret God’s action 
through our own; we speak of his intentions, as if he 
were a man; we assume that we are capable of 
measuring them, and finally erect ourselves, and our 
own interests, into the centre and criterion of all 
things. Hence arises our notion of evil. If the 
universe be what this philosophy has described it, 
the perfection which it assigns to God is extended to 
everything, and evil is of course impossible; there is 
no shortcoming either in nature or in man; each 
person and each thing is exactly what it has the 
power to be, and nothing more. But men imagining 
that all things exist on their account, and perceiving 
their own interests, bodily and spiritual, capable of 
being variously affected, have conceived these oppo- 
site influences to result from opposite and contra- 
dictory powers, and call what contributes to their 
advantage good, and whatever obstructs it, evil. For 
our convenience we form generic conceptions of 
human excellence, as archetypes after which to strive ; 
and such of us as approach nearest to such archetypes 
are supposed to be virtuous, and those who are most 
remote from them to be wicked. But such generic 
abstractions are but entia imaginationis, and have no 
real existence. In the eyes of God each thing is what 
it has the means of being. There is no rebellion 
against him, and no resistance of his will; in truth, 
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therefore, there neither is nor can be such a thing as 
a bad action in the common sense of the word. 
Actions are good or bad, not’ in themselves, but as 
compared with the nature of the agent; what we cen- 
sure in men, we tolerate and even admire in animals ; 
and as soon as we are aware of our mistake in as- 
signing to man a power of free volition, our notion of 
_ evil as a positive thing will cease to exist. 


If I am asked (concludes Spinoza) why then all mankind 
were not created by God, so as to be governed solely by 
reason? it was because, I reply, there was to God no lack cf 
matter to create all things from the highest to the lowest 
grade of perfection ; or, to speak more properly, because the 
laws of God’s nature were ample enough to suffice for the 
production of all things which can be conceived by an Infinite 
Intelligence. 


It is possible that readers who have followed us so 
far will now turn away from a philosophy which issues 
in such conclusions; resentful, perhaps, that it should 
have been ever laid before them at all, in language so 
little expressive of aversion and displeasure. We must 
claim, however, in Spinoza’s name, the right which 
he claims for himself. His system must be judged as 
a whole; and whatever we may think ourselves would 
be the moral effect of such doctrines if they were 
generally received, in his hands and in his heart they 
are worked into maxims of the purest and loftiest 
morality. And at least we are bound to remember 
that some account of this great mystery of evil there 
must be; and although familiarity with commonly- 
received explanations may disguise from us the diffi- 
culties with which they too, as wellas that of Spinoza, 
are embarrassed, such difficulties none the less exist. 
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The fact is the grand perplexity, and for ourselves we 
acknowledge that of all theories about it Spinoza’s 
would appear to us the least irrational, setting con- 
science, and the voice of conscience, aside. The ob- 
jections, with the replies to them, are well drawn 
out in the correspondence with William de Blyen- 
burg. It will be seen at once with how little justice 
the denial of evil as a positive thing can be called 
equivalent to denying it relatively to man, or to ' 
confusing the moral disinctions between virtue and 
vice. 


We speak (writes Spinoza, in answer to Blyenburg, who 
had urged something of the kind), we speak of this or that 
man having done a wrong thing, when we compare him with 
a general standard of humanity ; but inasmuch as God neither 
perceives things in such abstract manner, nor forms to him- 
self'such generic definitions, and since there is no more reality 
in anything than God has assigned to it, it follows, surely, that 
the absence of good exists only in respect of man’s under- 
standing, not in respect of God’s. 

If this be so, then (replies Blyenburg), bad men fulfil 
God's will as well as good. 

It is true (Spinoza answers) they fulfil it, yet not as the 
good nor as well as the good, nor are they to be compared 
with them. The better a thing or a person be, the more 
there is in him of God's spirit, and the more he expresses 
God’s will; while the bad, being without that divine love 
which arises from the knowledge of God, and through which 
alone we are called (in respect of our understandings) his 
servants, are but as instruments in the hand of the artificer 
—they serve unconsciously, and are consumed in their ser- 
vice. 


Spinoza, after all, is but stating in philosophical 
language the extreme doctrine of Grace; and St. Paul, 
if we interpret his real belief by the one passage so 
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often quoted, in which he compares us to ‘clay in 
the hands of the potter, who maketh one vessel to 
honour and another to dishonour,’ may be accused 
with justice of having held the same opinion. If 
Calvinism be pressed to its logical consequences, it 
either becomes an intolerable falsehood, or it resolves 
itself into the philosophy of Spinoza. It is monstrous 
to call evil a positive thing, and to assert, in the same 
breath, that God has predetermined it,—to tell us 
that he has ordained what he hates, and hates what 
he has ordained. It is incredible that we should be 
without power to obey him except through his free 
grace, and yet be held responsible for our failures 
when that grace has been withheld. And it is idle | 
to call a philosopher sacrilegious who has but system- 
atised the faith which so many believe, and cleared it 
of its most hideous features. 

Spinoza flinches from nothing, and disguises no 
conclusions either from himself or from his readers. 
We believe for ourselves that logic has no business 
with such questions; that the answer to them lies in 
the conscience and not in the intellect. Spinoza 
thinks otherwise; and he is at least true to the guide 
which he has chosen. Blyenburg presses him with 
instances of monstrous crime, such as bring home to 
the heart the natural horror of it. He speaks of 
Nero’s murder of Agrippina, and asks if God can be 
called the cause of such an act as that. 


God (replies Spinoza, calmly) is the cause of all things 
which have reality. If you can show that evil, errors, crimes 
express any real things, I agree readily that God is the cause 
of them; but I conceive myself to have proved that what 
constitutes the essence of evil is not a real thing at all, and 
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therefore that God cannot be the cause of it. Nero’s matri- 
cide was not a crime, in so far as it was a positive outward 
act. Orestes also killed his mother; and we do not judge | 
Orestes as we judge Nero. The crime of the latter lay in his 
being without pity, without obedience, without natural affec- 
tion—none of which things express any positive essence, but 
the absence of it; and therefore God was not the cause of 
these, although he was the cause of the act and the inten- 
tion. 

But once for all (he adds), this aspect of things will 
remain intolerable and unintelligible as long as the common 
notions of free will remain unremoved. 


And of course, and we shall all confess it, if these 
notions are as false as Spinoza supposes them—if 
we have no power to be anything but what we are, 
there neither is nor can be such a thing as moral 
evil; and what we call crimes will no more involve a 
violation of the will of God, they will no more impair 
his moral attributes if we suppose him to have willed 
them, than the same actions, whether of lust, fero- 
city, or cruelty, in the inferior animals. There will 
be but, as Spinoza says, an infinite gradation in 
created things, the poorest life being more than 
none, the meanest active disposition something 
better than inertia, and the smallest exercise of 
reason better than mere ferocity. ‘The Lord has 
made all things for himself, even the wicked for the 
day of evil.’ 

The moral aspect of the matter will be more clear 
as we proceed. We pause, however, to notice one 
difficulty of a metaphysical kind, which is best dis- 
posed of in passing. Whatever obscurity may lie 
about the thing which we call Time (philosophers 
not being able to agree what it is, or whether pro- 
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perly it is anything), the words past, present, future, 
do undoubtedly convey some definite idea with them : 
things will be which are not yet, and have been 
which are no longer. Now, if everything which 
exists be a necessary mathematical consequence from 
the nature or definition of the One Being, we cannot 
see how there can be any time but the present, or 
how past and future have room for a meaning. God 
is, and therefore all properties of him are, just as 
every property of a circle exists in it as soon as the 
circle exists. We may if we like, for convenience, 
throw our theorems into the future, and say, e.g. 
that if two lines in a circle cut each other, the rec- 
tangle under the parts of the one will equal that 
under the parts of the other. But we only mean in 
reality that these rectangles are equal; and the future 
relates only to our knowledge of the fact. Allowing, 
however, as much as we please, that the condition of 
England a hundred years hence lies already in em- 
bryo in existing causes, it is a paradox to say that 
such condition exists already in the sense in which 
the properties of the circle exist; and yet Spinoza 
insists on the illustration. 

It is singular that he should not have noticed the 
difficulty; not that either it or the answer to it 
(which no doubt would have been ready enough) are 
likely to interest any person except metaphysicians, 
a class of thinkers, happily, which is rapidly dimi- 
nishing. : 

We proceed to more important matters—to Spi- 
noza’s detailed theory of nature as exhibited in man — 
and inman’s mind. His theory for its bold ingenuity 
is by far the most remarkable which on this dark 
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subject has ever been proposed. Whether we can 
believe it or not, is another question; yet undoubt- 
edly it provides a solution for every difficulty ; it 
accepts with equal welcome the extremes of mate- 
rialism and of spiritualism: and if it be the test of 
the soundness of a philosophy that it will explain 
phenomena and reconcile contradictions, it is hard 
to account for the fact that a system which bears 
such a test so admirably, should nevertheless be so 
incredible as it is. 

Most people have heard of the ‘ Harmonie Pré- 
établie’ of Leibnitz; it is borrowed without acknow- 
ledgment from Spinoza, and adapted to the Leibnitz- 
ian philosophy. ‘ Man,’ says Leibnitz, ‘is composed 
of mind and body; but what is mind and what is body, 
and what is the nature of their union? Substances 
so opposite in kind cannot affect one another; mind 
cannot act on matter, or matter upon mind; and the 
appearance of their reciprocal operation is an appear- 
ance only and a delusion.’ A delusion so general, 
however, required to be accounted for; and Leibnitz 
accounted for it by supposing that God, in creating a 
world composed of material and spiritual pheno- 
mena, ordained that these several phenomena should 
proceed from the beginning in parallel lines side by 
side in a constantly corresponding harmony. The 
sense of seeing results, it appears to us, from the 
formation of a picture upon the retina. The motion 
of the arm or the leg appears to result from an act 
of will; but in either case we mistake coincidence 
for causation. Between substances so wholly alien 
there can be no intercommunion; and we only sup- 
pose that the object seen produces the idea, and that 
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the desire produces the movement, because the phe- 
nomena of matter and the phenomena of spirit are 
so contrived as to flow always in the same order and 
sequence. This hypothesis, as coming from Leibnitz, 
has been, if not accepted, at least listened to respect- 
fully ; because while taking it out of its proper place, 
he contrived to graft it upon Christianity; and suc- 
ceeded, with a sort of speculative legerdemain, in 
making it appear to be in harmony with revealed 
religion. Disguised as a philosophy of Predestina- 
tion, and connected with the Christian doctrine of 
Retribution, it steps forward with an air of uncon- 
scious innocence, as if interfering with nothing 
which Christians generally believe. And yet, leaving 
as it does no larger scope for liberty or responsibility 
than when in the hands of Spinoza,* Leibnitz, in our 


* Since these words were written a book has appeared in Paris by an 
able disciple of Leibnitz, which, although it does not lead us to mndify 
the opinion expressed in them, yet obliges us to give our reasons for 
speaking as we do. M. de Careilf has discovered in the library at 
Hanover, a MS. in the handwriting of Leibnitz, containing a series of 
remarks on the book of a certain John Wachter. It does not appear 
who this John Wachter was, nor by what accident he came to have so 
distinguished acritic. If we may judge by the extracts at present before 
us, he seems to have been an absurd and extravagant person, who had 
attempted to combine the theology of the Cabbala with the very little 
which he was able to understand of the philosophy of Spinoza; and, as 
far as he is concerned, neither his writings nor the reflections upon them 
are of interest to any human being. The extravagance of Spinoza’s 
followers, however, furnished Leibnitz with an opportunity of noticing 
the points on which he most disapproved of Spinoza himself; and these’ 
few notices M. de Careil has now for the first time published as The 
Refutation of Spinoza, by Leibnitz. They are exceedingly brief and 
scanty,; and the writer of them would assuredly have hesitated to de- 
scribe an imperfect criticism by so ambitious a title. The modern 


ft Réfutation Inédite de Spinoza. Par Leibnitz. Precédée dune 
Mémoire, par Foucher de Careil. Puris. 1864. 
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opinion, has only succeeded in making it infinitely 
more revolting. Spinoza could not regard the bad 
man as an object of Divine anger and a subject of 


editor, however, must be allowed the privilege of a worshipper, and we 
will not quarrel with him for an exaggerated estimate of what his 
master had accomplished. We are indebted to his enthusiasm for what 
is at least a curious discovery, and we will not qualify the gratitude 
which he has earned by industry and good will. At the same time, the 
notes themselves confirm the opinion which we have always entertained, 
that Leibnitz did not understand Spinoza. Leibnitz did not understand 
him, and the followers of Leibnitz do not understand him now. If he 
were no more than what he is described in the book before us—if his 
metaphysics were ‘miserable, if his philosophy was absurd, and he 
himself nothing more than a second-rate disciple of Descartes—we can 
assure M. de Careil that we should long ago have heard the last of 
him. 

There must be something else, something very different from this, to 
explain the position which he holds in Germany, or the fascination 
which his writings exerted over such minds as those of Lessing or of 
Géthe ; the fact of so enduring an influence is more than a sufficient 
answer to mere depreciating criticism. This, however, is not a point 
which there is any use in pressing. Our present business is to justify 
the two assertions which we have made. First, that Leibnitz borrowed 
his Theory of the Harmonie Pre-établie from Spinoza, without acknow- 
ledgment; and, secondly, that this theory is quite as inconsistent with 
religion as is that of Spinoza, and only differs from it in disguising its 
real character. 

First for the Harmonie Pre-établie. Spinoza’s Ethics appeared in 
1677; and we know that they were read by Leibnitz. In 1696, Leibnitz 
announced as a discovery of his own, a Theory of The Communication of 
Substances, which he illustrates in the following manner :— 

‘Vous ne comprenez pas, dites-vous, comment je pourrois prouver ce 
que j’ai avancé touchant la communication, ou l’harmonie de deux sub- 
stances aussi différentes que l’Ame et le corps? I] est vrai que je crois en 
avoir trouvé le moyen; et voici comment je prétends vous satisfaire. 
Figurez-vous deux horloges ou montres qui s’accordent parfaitement. 
Or cela se peut faire de trois maniéres. La 1* consiste dans une influence 
mutuelle. La 2° est d’y attacher un ouvrier habile qui les redresse, et 
les mette d’accord & tous momens. La 3¢ est de fabriquer ces deux 
pendules avec tant d’art et de justesse, qu’on se puisse assurer de leur 
accord dans la suite. Mettez maintenant l’4me et le corps 4 la place de 
ces deux pendules; leur accord peut arriver par l'une de ces trois 
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retributory punishment. He was not a Christian, 
and made no pretension to be considered such; and 
it did not occur to him to regard the actions of a 


manieres. La voye dinfluence est celle de la philosophie vulgaire ; 
mais comme l’on ne sauroit concevoir des particules matérielles qui 
puissent passer d’une de ces substances dans l'autre, il faut abandonner 
ce sentiment. La voye de l’assistance continuelle du Créateur est celle 
du systéme des causes occasionnelles; mais je tiens que c’est faire inter- 
venir Deus ex machina dans une chose naturelle et ordinaire, ot selon 
la raison il ne doit concourir, que de la maniére qu’il concourt 4 toutes 
les autres choses naturelles. Ainsi il ne reste que mon hypothése; c’est- 
a-dire que la voye de l’harmonie. Dieu a fait dés le commencement 
chacune de ces deux substances de telle nature, qu’en ne suivant que ces 
propres lcix quelle a recue avec son étre, elle s’accorde pourtant avec 
l'autre tout comme s’il y avoit une influence mutuelle, ou comme si Dieu 
y mettoit toujours la main au-delaé de son concours général. Aprés 
cela je n’ai pas besoin de rien prouver 4 moins qu’on ne veuille exiger 
que je prouve que Dieu est assez habile pour se servir de cette artifice,’ 
&c.— LEIBNITz, Opera, p. 133. Berlin edition, 1840. 

Leibnitz, as we have said, attempts to reconcile his system with 
Christianity, and therefore, of course, this theory of the relation of mind 
and body wears a very different aspect under his treatment, from what 
it wears under that of Spinoza. But Spinoza and Leibnitz both agree in 
this one peculiar conception in which they differ from all other philo- 
sophers before or after them—that mind and body have no direct 
communication with each other, and that the phenomena of them merely 
correspond. M.de Careil says they both borrowed it from Descartes; 
but that is impossible. Descartes held no such opinion; it was the precise 
point of disagreement at which Spinoza parted from him; and therefore, 
since in point of date Spinoza had the advantage of Leibnitz, and we 
know that Leibnitz was acquainted with his writings, we must either 
suppose that he was directly indebted to Spinoza for an obligation which 
he ought to have acknowledged, or else, which is extremely improbable, 
that having read Spinoza and forgotten him, he afterwards re-originated 
for himself one of the most singular and peculiar notions which was ever 
offered to the belief of mankind. 

So much for the first point, which, after all, is but of little moment- 
It is more important to ascertain whether, in the hands of Leibnitz, 
this theory can be any better reconciled with what is commonly meant 
by religion; whether, that is, the ideas of obedience and disobedience, 
merit and demerit, judgment and retribution, have any proper place 
under it. Spinoza makes no pretension to anything of the kind, and 
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being which, both with Leibnitz and himself, is (to 
use his own expression) an automaton spirituale, as 
deserving a fiery indignation and everlasting ven- 
geance. 


openly declares that these ideas are ideas merely, and human mistakes. 
Leibnitz, in opposition to him, endeavours to re-establish them in the 
following manner. He conceives that the system of the universe has 
been arranged and predetermined from the moment at which it was 
launched into being; from the moment at which God selected it, with 
all its details, as the best which could exist; but that it is carried on by 
the action of individual creatures (monads as he calls them) which, 
though necessarily obeying the laws of their existence, yet obey them 
with a ‘character of spontaneity,’ which although ‘automata,’ are yet 
voluntary agents; and therefore, by the consent of their hearts to their 
actions, entitle themselves to moral praise or moral censure. The 
question is, whether by the mere assertion of the co-existence of these 
Opposite qualities in the monad man, he has proved that such qualities 
can coexist. In our opinion, it is like speaking of a circular ellipse, or 
of a quadrilateral triangle. There is a plain dilemma in these matters. 
from which no philosophy can extricate itself. If men can incur guilt, 
their actions might be other than theyare. If they cannot act otherwise 
than they do, they cannot incur guilt. So at least it appears to us; 
yet, in the darkness of our knowledge, we would not complain merely of 
a theory, and if our earthly life were all in all, and the grave remained 
the extreme horizon of our hopes and fears, the Harmonie Pré-établie 
might be tolerated as credible, and admired as ingenious and beautiful. 
It is when forcibly attached to a creed of the future, with which it has 
no natural connection, that it assumes its repulsive features. The world 
may be in the main good; while the good, from the unknown condition 
of its existence, may be impossible without some intermixture of evil; 
and although Leibnitz was at times staggered even himself by the misery 
and wickedness which he witnessed, and was driven to comfort himself 
with the reflection that this earth might be but one world in the midst 
of the universe, and perhaps the single chequered exception in an infinity 
of stainless globes, yet we would not quarrel with a hypothesis because 
it was imperfect; it might pass as a possible conjecture on a dark 
subject, when nothing better than conjecture was attainable. 

But as soon as we are told that the evil in these human ‘automata’ 
being a necessary condition of this world which God has called into 
being, is yet infinitely detestable to God; that the creatures who suffer 
under the accursed necessity of committing sin are infinitely guilty 
in God's eyes, for doing what they have no power to avoid, and may 
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‘Deus,’ according to Spinoza’s definition, ‘ est ens 
constans infinitis attributis quorum unumquodque 
sternam et infinitam essentiam exprimit.? Under 
each of these attributes infinita sequuntur, and every- 
thing which an infinite intelligence can conceive, and 
an infinite power can produce,—everything which 
follows as a possibility out of the divine nature,—all 
things which have been, and are, and will be,—find 
expression and actual existence, not under one attri- 
bute only, but under each and every attribute. Lan- 
guage is soill adapted to explain such a system, that 
even to state it accurately is all but impossible, and 
analogies can only remotely suggest what such ex- 
pressions mean. But it is as if it were said that the 
same thought might be expressed in an infinite 
variety of languages ; and not in words only, but in 
action, in painting, in sculpture, in music, in any 
form of any kind which can be employed as a means 
of spiritual embodiment. Of all these infinite attri- 
butes, two only, as we said, are known to us—exten- 
sion and thought. Material phenomena are pheno- 
mena of extension; and to every modification of ex- 
tension an idea corresponds under the attribute of 
thought. Out of such a compound as this is formed 


therefore be justly punished in everlasting fire; we recoil against the 
paradox. 

No disciple of Leibnitz will maintain, that unless he had found this 
belief in an eternity of penal retribution an article of the popular creed, 
such a doctrine would have formed a natural appendage of his system; 
and if M. de Careil desires to know why the influence of Spinoza, whose 
genius he considers so insignificant, has been so deep and so enduring, 
while Leibnitz has only secured for himself a mere admiration of his 
talents, it is because Spinoza was not afraid to be consistent, even at 
the price of the world’s reprobation, and refused to purchase the applause 
of his own age at the sacrifice of sincerity. | 
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man, composed of body and mind; two parallel and 
correspondent modifications eternally answering one 
another. And not man only, but all other beings and 
things are similarly formed and similarly animated ; 
the anima or mind of each varying according to the 
complicity of the organism of its material counter- 
part. Although body does not think, nor affect the 
mind’s power of thinking, and mind does not control 
body, nor communicate to it either motion or rest or 
any influence from itself, yet body with all its pro- 
perties is the object or ideate of mind: whatsoever 
body does, mind perceives; and the greater the 
energising power of the first, the greater the per- 
ceiving power of the second. And this is not 
because they are adapted one to the other by some 
inconceivable preordinating power, but because mind 
and body are wna et eadem res, the one absolute being 
affected in one and the same manner, but expressed 
under several attributes ; the modes and affections of 
each attribute having that being for their cause, as 
he exists under that attribute of which they are 
modes, and no other; idea being caused by idea, and 
body affected by body; the image on the retina being 
produced by the object reflected upon it, the idea or 
image in our minds by the idea of that object, &c. &c. 

A. solution so remote from all ordinary ways of 
thinking on these matters is so difficult to grasp, that 
one can hardly speak of it as being probable, or as 
being improbable. Probability extends only to what 
we can imagine as possible, and Spinoza’s theory 
seems to lie beyond the range within which our judg- 
ment can exercise itself. In our own opinion, indeed, 
as we have already said, the entire subject is one with 
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which we have no business; and the explanation of 
our nature, if it is ever to be explained to us, is re- 
served till we are in some other state of existence. 
We do not disbelieve Spinoza because what he 
suggests is in itself incredible. The chances may be 
millions to one against his being right; yet the real 
truth, if we knew it, would be probably at least as 
strange as his conception of it. But we are firmly 
convinced that of these questions, and of all like 
them, practical answers only lie within the reach of 
human faculties; and that in ‘researches into the 
absolute ’ we are on the road which ends nowhere. 
Among the difficulties, however, most properly akin 
to this philosophy itself, there is one most obvious, 
viz., that if the attributes of God be infinite, and 
each particular thing is expressed under them all, 
then mind and body express but an infinitesimal 
portion of the nature of each of ourselves; and this 
human nature exists (1.e., there exists corresponding 
modes of substance) in the whole infinity of the 
divine nature under attributes differing each from 
each, and all from mind and all from body. That 
this must be so follows from the definition of the 
Infinite Being, and the nature of the distinction 
between the two attributes which are known to us; 
and if this be so, why does not the mind perceive some- 
thing of all these other attributes? The objection is 
well expressed by a correspondent (Letter 67) :—‘ It 
follows from what you say,’ a friend writes to Spinoza, 
‘that, the modification which constitutes my mind, 
and that which constitutes my body, although it be 
one and the same modification, yet must be expressed 
in an infinity of ways: one way by thought, a second 
D2 
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way by extension, a third by some attribute unknown 
to me, and so on to infinity ; the attributes being in- 
finite in number, and the order and connexion of 
modes being the same in them all. Why, then, does 
the mind perceive the modes of but one attribute 
only ?’ 

Spinoza’s answer is curious: unhappily, a frag- 
ment of his letter only is extant, so that it is too 
brief to be satisfactory :— 

In reply to your difficulty (he says), although each parti- 
cular thing be truly in the Infinite mind, conceived in Infinite 
modes, the Infinite idea answering to all these cannot constitute 
one and the same mind of any single being, but must consti- 
tute Infinite minds. No one of all these Infinite ideas has 
any connexion with another. 


He means, we suppose, that God’s mind only per- 
ceives, or can perceive, things under their Infinite 
expression, and that the idea of each several mode, 
under whatever attribute, constitutes a separate 
mind. 

We do not know that we can add anything to this 
explanation; the difficulty lies in the audacious 
sweep of the speculation itself; we will, however, 
attempt an illustration, although we fear it will be to 
illustrate obscurum per obscurius. Let A BCD be 
four out of the Infinite number of the Divine attri- 
butes. <A the attribute of mind; B the attribute of 
extension; C and D other attributes, the nature of 
which is not known to us. Now, A, as the attribute 
of mind, is that which perceives all which takes place 
under B C and D, but it is only as it exists in God 
that it forms the universal consciousness of all attri- 
butes at once. In its modifications it is combined 
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separately with the modifications of each, constitut- 
ing in combination with the modes of each attribute 
a separate being. As forming the mind of B, A per- 
ceives what takes place in B, but not what takes place 
in C or D. Combined with B, it forms the soul of 
the human body, and generally the soul of all modi- 
fications of extended substance ; combined with C, it 
forms the soul of some other analogous being; com- 
bined with D, again of another; but the combina- 
tions are only in pairs, in which A is constant. A 
and B make one being, A and C another, A and Da 
third ; but B will not combine with C, nor C with D; 
each attribute being, as it were, conscious only of 
itself. And therefore, although to those modifica- 
tions of mind and extension which we call ourselves, 
there are corresponding modifications under C and 
D, and generally under each of the Infinite attri- 
butes of God, each of ourselves being in a sense 
Infinite—nevertheless, we neither have nor can have 
any knowledge of ourselves in this Infinite aspect ; 
our actual consciousness being limited to the pheno- 
mena of sensible experience. 

English readers, however, are likely to care little 
for all this; they will look to the general theory, and 
judge of it as its aspect affects them. And _ first, 
perhaps, they will be tempted to throw aside as 
absurd the notion that their bodies go through the 
many operations which they experience them to do, 
undirected by their minds. It is a thing, they may 
say, at once preposterous and incredible. It is, how- 
ever, less absurd than it seems; and, though we 
could not persuade ourselves to believe it, absurd 
in the sense of having nothing to be said for it, it 
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certainly is not. It is far easier, for instance, to ima- 
gine the human body capable by its own virtue, and 
by the laws of material organisation, of building a 
house, than of thinking; and yet men are allowed to 
say that the body thiaks, without being regarded as 
candidates for a lunatic asylum. We see the seed 
shoot up into stem and leaf and throw out flowers ; 
we observe it fulfilling processes of chemistry more 
subtle than were ever executed in Liebig’s laboratory, 
and producing structures more cunning than man can 
imitate. The bird builds her nest, the spider shapes 
out its delicate web, and stretches it in the path of 
his prey; directed not by calculating thought, as we 
conceive ourselves to be, but by some motive influence, 
our ignorance of the nature of which we disguise 
from ourselves, and call it instinct, but which we 
believe at least to be some property residing in the 
organisation. Weare not to suppose that the human 
body, the most complex of all material structures, 
has slichter powers in it than the bodies of a seed, a 
bird, or an insect. Let us listen to Spinoza him- 
self :— 


There can be no doubt (he says) that this hypothesis is 
true; but unless I can prove it from experience, men will 
not, I fear, be induced even to reflect upon it calmly, so per- 
suaded are they that it is by the mind only that their bodies 
are set in motion. And yet what body can or cannot do no 
one has yet determined; body, 7.e., by the law of its own 
nature, and without assistance from mind. No one has so 
probed the human frame as to have detected all its functions 
and exhausted the list of them; there are powers exhibited 
by animals far exceeding human sagacity ; and, again, feats 
are performed by somnambulists on which in the waking state 
the same persons would never venture—itself a proof that 
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body is able to accomplish what mind can only admire. Men 
say that mind moves body, but how it moves it they cannot 
tell, or what degree of motion it can impart to it; so that, in 
fact, they do not know what they say, and are only confessing 
their own ignorance in specious language. They will answer 
me, that whether or not they understand how it can be, yet 
that they are assured by plain experience that unless mind 
could perceive, body would be altogether inactive ; they know 
that it depends on the mind whether the tohgue speaks or is 
silent. But do they not equally experience that if their bodies 
are paralysed their minds cannot think ?—that if their bodies 
are asleep their minds are without power ?—that their minds 
are not at all times equally able to exert themselves even on 
the same subject, but depend on the state of their bodies ? 
And as for experience proving that the members of the body 
can be controlled by the mind, I fear experience proves very 
much the reverse. But it is absurd (they rejoin) to attempt 
to explain from the mere laws of body such things as pictures, 
or palaces, or works of art; the body could not build a 
church unless mind directed it. I have shown, however, that 
we do not yet know what body can or cannot do, or what 
would naturally follow from the structure of it; that we 
experience in the feats of somnambulists something which 
antecedently to that experience would have seemed incredible. 
This fabric of the human body exceeds infinitely any cuon- 
trivance of human skill, and an infinity of things, as I have 
already proved, ought to follow from it. 


We are not concerned to answer this reasoning, 
although if the matter were one the debating of 
which could be of any profit, it would undoubtedly 
have its weight, and would require to be patiently 
considered. Life is too serious, however, to be wasted 
with impunity over speculations in which certainty is 
impossible, and in which we are trifling with what is 
inscrutable. 
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Objections of a far graver kind were anticipated 
by Spinoza himself, when he went on to gather out 
of his philosophy ‘ that the mind of man being part 
of the Infinite intelligence, when we say that such a 
mind perceives this thing or that, we are, in fact, 
saying that God perceives it, not as he is Infinite, 
but as he is represented by the nature of this or that 
idea; and similarly, when we say that a man does 
this or that action, we say that God does it, not gud 
he is Infinite, but gud he is expressed in that man’s 
nature.’ ‘ Here,’ be says, ‘many readers will no 
doubt hesitate, and many difficulties will occur to 
them in the way of such a supposition.’ 

We confess that we ourselves are among these hesi- 
tating readers. As long as the Being whom Spinoza 
so freely names remains surrounded with the associa- 
tions which in this country we bring with us out of 
our childhood, not all the logic in the world would 
make us listen to language such as this. It is not 
so—we know it, and that is enough. We are well 
aware of the phalanx of difficulties which he about 
our theistic conceptions. They are quite enough, if 
religion depended on speculative consistency, and not 
in obedience of life, to perplex and terrify us. What 
are we? what is anything? If it be not divine— 
what is it then? If created—out of what is it 
created ? and how created—and why? These ques- 
tions, and others far more momentous which we do 
not enter upon here, may be asked and cannot be 
answered ; but we cannot any the more consent to 
Spinoza on the ground that he alone consistently 
provides an answer; because, as we have said again 
and again, we do not care to have them answered at all. 
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Conscience is the single tribunal to which we choose 
to be referred, and conscience declares imperatively 
that what he says is not true. It is painful to speak 
of all this, and as far as possible we designedly avoid 
it. Pantheism is not Atheism, but the Infinite 
Positive and the Infinite Negative are not so remote 
from one another in their practical bearings; only 
let us remember that we are far indeed from the 
truth if we think that God to Spinoza was nothing 
else but that world which we experience. It is but 
one of infinite expressions of him—a conception 
which makes us giddy in the effort to realise it. 

We have arrived at last at the outwork of the 
whole matter in its bearings upon life and human 
duty. It was in the search after this last, that 
Spinoza, as we said, travelled over so strange a 
country, and we now expect his conclusions. To 
discover the true good of man, to direct his actions 
to such ends as will secure to him real and lasting 
felicity, and, by a comparison of his powers with the 
objects offered to them, to ascertain how far they are 
capable of arriving at these objects, and by what 
means they can best be trained towards them—is the 
aim which Spinoza assigns to philosophy. ‘ Most 
people,’ he adds, ‘deride or vilify their nature ; it is 
a better thing to endeavour to understand it; and 
however extravagant my proceeding may be thought, 
I propose to analyse the properties of that nature 
as if it were a mathematical figure.’ Mind being, 
as he conceives himself to have shown, nothing else 
than the idea corresponding to this or that affection 
of body, we are not, therefore, to think of it as a 
faculty, but simply and merely as an act. There is 
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no general power called intellect, any more than there 
is any general abstract volition, but only hic eé alle 
intellectus et hee et rlla volitio. 

Again, by the word Mind is understood not merely 
an act or acts of will or intellect, but all forms also of 
consciousness of sensation or emotion. The human 
body being composed of many small bodies, the mind 
is similarly composed of many minds, and the unity of 
body and of mind depends on the relation which the 
component portions maintain towards each other. 
This is obviously the case with body; and if we can 
translate metaphysics into common experience, it 18 
equally the case with mind. There are pleasures of 
sense and pleasures of intellect; a thousand tastes, 
tendencies, and inclinations form our mental composi- 
tion ; and since one contradicts another, and each has 
a tendency to become dominant, it is only in the har- 
monious equipoise of their several activities, in their 
due and just subordination, that any unity of action 
or consistency of feeling is possible. After a mas- 
terly analysis of all these tendencies (the most com- 
_ plete by far which has ever been made by any moral 
philosopher), Spinoza arrives at the principles under 
which unity and consistency can be obtained as the 
condition upon which a being so composed can look 
for any sort of happiness; and these principles, 
arrived at as they are by a route so different, are the 
same, and are proposed by Spinoza as being the 
same, as those of the Christian religion. 

It might seem impossible in a system which binds 
together in so inexorable a sequence the relations of 
cause and effect, to make a place for the action of 
self-control ; but consideration will show that, how- 
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ever vast the difference between those who deny and 
those who affirm the liberty of the will (in the sense 
in which the expression is usually understood), it is 
not a difference which affects the conduct or alters 
the practical bearings of it. Conduct may be deter- 
mined by laws—laws as absolute as those of matter ; 
and yet the one as well as the other may be brought 
under control by a proper understanding of those laws. 
Now, experience seems plainly to say, that while all 
our actions arise out of desire—that whatever we do, 
we do for the sake of something which we wish to be © 
or to obtain—we are differently affected towards what 
is proposed to us as an object of desire, in proportion as 
we understand the nature of such object in itself and 
in its consequences. The better we know, the better 
we act; and the fallacy of all common arguments 
against necessitarianism lies in the assumption that 
it leaves no room for self-direction: it merely insists, 
in exact conformity with experience, on the conditions 
under which self-determination is possible. Conduct, 
according to the necessitarian, depends on knowledge. 
Let a man certainly know that there is poison in the 
cup of wine before him, and he will not drink it. By 
the law of cause and effect, his desire for the wine is 
overcome by the fear of the pain or the death which 
will follow. So with everything which comes before 
him. Let the consequences of any action be clear, 
definite, and inevitable, and though Spinoza would 
not say that the knowledge of them will be absolutely 
sufficient to determine the conduct (because the 
clearest knowledge may be overborne by violent pas- 
sion), yet it is the best which we have to trust to, and 
will do much if it cannot do all. 
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On this hypothesis, after a diagnosis of the various 
tendencies of human nature, called commonly the 
passions and affections, he returns upon the nature of 
our ordinary knowledge to derive out of it the means 
for their subordination. All these tendencies of 
themselves seek their own objects—seek them blindly 
and immoderately; and the mistakes and the un- 
happinesses of life arise from the want of due under- 
standing of these objects, and a just moderation of the 
desire for them. His analysis is remarkably clear, 
but it is too long for us to enter upon it; the 
important thing being the character of the control 
which is to be exerted. Toarrive at this, he employs 
a distinction of great practical utility, and which is 
peculiarly his own. 

Following his tripartite division of knowledge, he 
finds all kinds of it arrange themselves under one of two 
classes, and to be either adequate or inadequate. By 
adequate knowledge he does not mean what is exhaus- 
tive and complete, but what, as far as it goes, is 
distinct and unconfused: by inadequate, he means 
what we know merely as fact either derived from our 
own sensations, or from the authority of others, 
while of the connexion of it with other facts, of the 
causes, effects, or meaning of it we know nothing. 
We may have an adequate idea of a circle, though we 
are unacquainted with all the properties which belong 
to it; we conceive it distinctly as a figure generated 
by the rotation ofa line, one end of which is stationary. 
Phenomena, on the other hand, however made known 
to us—phenomena of the senses, and phenomena of 
experience, as long as they remain phenomena merely, 
and unseen in any higher relation—we can never 
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know except as inadequately. We cannot tell what 
outward things are by coming in contact with certain 
features of them. We have a very imperfect acquaint- 
ance even with our own bodies, and the sensations 
which we experience of various kinds rather indicate 
to us the nature of these bodies themselves than of 
the objects which affect them. Now, itis obvious that 
the greater part of mankind act only upon knowledge 
of this latter kind. The amusements, even the active 
pursuits, of most of us remain wholly within the range 
of uncertainty, and, therefore, are full of hazard and 
precariousness: little or nothing issues as we expect. 
We look for pleasure and we find pain; we shun one 
pain and find a greater; and thus arises the ineffectual 
character which we so complain of in life—the dis- 
appointments, failures, mortifications which form the 
material of so much moral meditation on the vanity 
of the world. Much of all this is inevitable from the 
constitution of our nature. The mind is too infirm to 
be entirely occupied with higher knowledge. The 
conditions of life oblige us to act in many cases which 
cannot be understood by us except with the utmost 
inadequacy ; and the resignation to the higher will 
which has determined all things in the wisest way, is 
imperfect in the best of us. Yet much is possible, if 
not all; and, although through a large tract of life 
‘there comes one event to all, to the wise and to the 
unwise,’ ‘ yet wisdom excelleth folly as far as light ex- 
celleth darkness.’ The phenomena of experience, after 
inductive experiment, and just and careful considera- 
tion, arrange themselves under laws uniform in their 
operation, and furnishing a guide to the judgment; 
and over all things, although the interval must remain 
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unexplored for ever, because what we would search 
into is Infinite, may be seen the beginning of all things, 
the absolute eternalGod. ‘Mens humana,’ Spinoza 
continues, ‘ queedam agit, quecdam vero patitur.’ In 
so far as it is influenced by inadequate ideas—‘ eatenus 
patitur’—it 1s passive and in bondage, it is the sport 
of fortune and caprice: in so far as its ideas are 
adequate—‘ eatenus agit’—it is active, it is itself. 
While we are governed by outward temptations, by the 
casual pleasures, by the fortunes or the misfortunes of 
life, we are but instruments, yielding ourselves to be 
acted upon as the animal is acted on by its appetites, 
or the inanimate matter by the laws which bind it; 
we are slaves—instruments, it may be, of some higher 
purpose in the order of nature, but in ourselves 
nothing; instruments which are employed for a special 
work, and which are consumed in effecting it. So far, 
on the contrary, as we know clearly what we do, as we 
understand what we are, and direct our conduct not by 
the passing emotion of the moment, but by a grave, 
clear, and constant knowledge of what is really good, 
so far we are said to act—we are ourselves the spring 
of our own activity—we pursue the genuine well-being 
of our entire nature, and that we can always find, and 
it never disappoints us when found. 

All things desire life; all things seck for energy, 
and fuller and ampler being. The component parts 
of man, his various appetites and passions, are seeking 
larger activity while pursuing each its immoderate in- 
dulgence ; and it is the primary law of every single 
being that it so follows what will give it increased 
vitality. Whatever will contribute to such increase 
is the proper good of each; and the good of man as 


Spinoza. 47 


a united being is measured and determined by the 
effect of it upon his collective powers. The appetites 
gather power from their several objects of desire ; but 
the power of the part is the weakness of the whole ; 
and man as a collective person gathers life, being, and 
self-mastery only from the absolute good,—the source 
of all real good, and truth, and energy,—that is, God. 
The love of God is the extinction of all other loves 
and all other desires. To know God, as far as man 
can know him, is power, self-government, and peace. 
And this is virtue, and this is blessedness. 

Thus, by a formal process of demonstration, we are 
brought round to the old conclusions of theology; and 
Spinoza protests that it is no new doctrine which he 
is teaching, but that it is one which in various dialects 
has been believed from the beginning of the world. 
Happiness depends on the consistency and coherency 
of character, and that coherency can only be given by 
the knowledge of the One Being, to know whom is to 
know all things adequately, and to love whom is to 
have conquered every other inclination. The more 
entirely our minds rest on him—the more distinctly 
we regard all things in their relation to him, the more 
we cease to be under the dominion of external things ; 
we surrender ourselves consciously to do his will, and 
as living men and not as passive things we become 
the instruments of his power. When the true nature 
and true causes of our affections become clear to us, 
they have no more power to influence us. The more 
we understand, the less can feeling sway us; we 
know that all things are what they are, because they 
are so constituted that they could not be otherwise, 
aad we cease to be angry with our brother, because he 
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disappoints us; we shall not fret at calamity, nor 
complain of fortune, because no such thing as for- 
tune exists; and if we fail it is better than if we 
had succeeded, not perhaps for ourselves, yet for the 
universe. We cannot fear, when nothing can befall 
us except what God wills, and we shall not violently. 
hope, when the future, whatever it be, will be the 
best which is possible. Seeing all things in their 
place in the everlasting order, Past and Future will 
not affect us. The temptation of present pleasure 
will not overcome the certainty of future pain, for the 
pain will be as sure as the pleasure, and we shall see 
all things under a rule of adamant. The foolish and 
the ignorant are led astray by the idea of contingency, 
and expect to escape the just issues of their actions ; 
the wise man will know that each action brings with 
it its inevitable consequences, which even God cannot 
change without ceasing to be himself. 

In such a manner, through all the conditions of life, 
Spinoza pursues the advantages which will accrue to 
man from the knowledge of God, God and man being 
what his philosophy has described them. His practical 
teaching is singularly beautiful; although much of 
its beauty is perhaps due to associations which have 
arisen out of Christianity, and which in the system of 
Pantheism have no proper abiding place. Retaining, 
indeed, all that is beautiful in Christianity, he even 
seems to have relieved himself of the more fearful 
features of the general creed. He acknowledges no 
hell, no devil, no positive and active agency at enmity 
with God; but sees in all things infinite gradations 
of beings, all in their way obedient, and all fulfilling 
the part allotted to them. Doubtless a pleasant 
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exchange and a grateful deliverance, if only we could 
persuade ourselves that a hundred pages of judiciously 
arranged demonstrations could really and indeed have 
worked it for us; if we could indeed believe that we 
could have the year without its winter, day without 
night, sunlight without shadow. Evil is unhappily 
too real a thing to be so disposed of. 

But if we cannot believe Spinoza’s system taken in 
its entire completeness, yet we may not blind ourselves 
to the disinterestedness and calm nobility which per- 
vades his theories of human life and obligation. He 
will not hear of a virtue which desires to be rewarded. 
Virtue is the power of God in the human soul, and 
that is the exhaustive end of all human desire. 
‘Beatitudo non est virtutis pretium, sed ipsa virtus. 
Nihil aliud est quam ipsa animi acquiescentia, quee ex 
Dei intuitiva cognitione oritur.” The same spirit of 
generosity exhibits itself in all his conclusions. The 
ordinary objects of desire, he says, are of such a kind 
that for one man to obtain them is for another to lose 
them ; and this alone would suffice to prove that they 
are not what any man should labour after. But the 
fulness of God suffices for us all ; and he who possesses 
this good desires only to communicate it to every one, 
and to make all mankind as happy as himself. And 
again :—‘ The wise man will not speak in society of 
his neighbour’s faults, and sparingly of the infirmity 
of human nature; but he will speak largely of human 
virtue and human power, and of the means by which 
that nature can best be perfected, so to lead men to 
put away that fear and aversion with which they look 
on goodness, and learn with relieved hearts to love 
and desire it.” And once more :—‘ He who loves 
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God will not desire that God should love him in 
return with any partial or particular affection, for 
that is to desire that God for his sake should 
change his everlasting nature and become lower than 
himself.’ 

One grave element, indeed, of a religious faith 
would seem in such a system to be necessarily want- 
ing. Where individual action is resolved into the 
modified activity of the Universal Being, all absorbing 
and all evolving, the individuality of the personal 
man is but an evanescent and unreal shadow. Such 
individuality as we now possess, whatever it be, might 
continue to exist in a future state as really as it 
exists in the present, and those to whom it belongs 
might be anxious naturally for its persistence. Yet 
it would seem that if the soul be nothing except the 
idea of a body actually existing, when that body is 
decomposed into its elements, the soul corresponding 
to it must accompany it into an answering dissolu- 
tion. And this, indeed, Spinoza in one sense actually 
affirms, when he denies to the mind any power of 
retaining consciousness of what has befallen it in 
life, ‘nisi durante corpore.’ But Spinozism is a 
philosophy full of surprises; and our calculations of 
what must belong to it are perpetually baffled. The 
imagination, the memory, the senses, whatever be- 
longs to inadequate perception, perish necessarily 
and eternally; and the man who has been the slave 
of his inclinations, who has no knowledge of God, 
and no active possession of himself, having in life 
possessed no personality, loses in death the appear- 
ance of it with the dissolution of the body. 

Nevertheless, there is in God an idea expressing 
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the essence of .the mind, united to the mind as the 
mind is united to the body, and thus there is in the 
soul something of an everlasting nature which cannot 
utterly perish. And here Spinoza, as he often does 
in many of his most solemn conclusions, deserts for 
a moment the thread of his demonstrations, and 
appeals to the consciousness. In spite of our non- 
recollection of what passed before our birth, in spite 
of all difficulties from the dissolution of the body, 
‘ Nihilominus,’ he says, ‘ sentimus experimurque nos 
eeternos esse. Nam mens non minus res illas sentit 
quas intelligendo concipit, quam quas in memoria 
habet. Mentis enim oculi quibus res videt obser- 
vatque sunt ipse demonstrationes.’ 

This perception, immediately revealed to the mind, 
falls into easy harmony with the rest of the system. 
As the mind is not a faculty, but an act or acts,— 
not a power of perception, but the perception itself, 
in its high union with the highest object (to use the 
metaphysical language which Coleridge has made 
popular and partially intelligible), the object and the 
subject become one. If knowledge be followed as it 
ought to be followed, and all objects of knowledge be 
regarded in their relations to the One Absolute 
Being, the knowledge of particular outward things, 
of nature, or life, or history, becomes, in fact, know- 
ledge of God; and the more complete or adequate 
such knowledge, the more the mind is raised above 
what is perishable in the phenomena to the idea or 
law which lies beyond them. It learns to dwell ex- 
clusively upon the eternal, not upon the temporary ; 
and being thus occupied with the everlasting laws, 
and its activity subsisting in its perfect union with 
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them, it contracts in itself the character of the 
objects which possess it. Thus we are emancipated 
from the conditions of duration; we are liable even 
to death only quatenus patimur, as we are passive 
things and not active intelligences ; and the more we 
possess such knowledge and are possessed by it, the 
more entirely the passive is superseded by the active 
—so that at last the human soul may ‘ become of 
such a nature that the portion of it which will perish 
with the body in comparison with that of it which 
shall endure, shall be insignificant and nullius . 
moment.” (Eth. v. 38.) 

Such are the principal features of a philosophy, 
the influence of which upon Europe, direct and in- 
direct, it is not easy to over-estimate. The account 
of it is far from being an account of the whole of 
Spinoza’s labours; his ‘Tractatus Theologico- 
Politicus’ was the forerunner of German historical 
criticism ; the whole of which has been but the appli- 
cation of principles laid down in that remarkable 
work. But this is not a subject on which, upon the 
present occasion, we have cared to enter. We have 
designedly confined ourselves to the system which is 
most associated with the name of its author. It is 
this which has been really powerful, which has stolen 
over the minds even of thinkers who imagine them- 
selves most opposed to it. It has appeared in the 
absolute Pantheism of Schelling and Hegel, in the 
Pantheistic Christianity of Herder and Schleier- 
macher. Passing into practical life it has formed 
the strong, shrewd judgment of Goethe, while again 
it has been able to unite with the theories of the most _ 
extreme materialism. 
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It lies too, perhaps (and here its influence has been 
unmixedly good), at the bottom of that more reverent 
contemplation of nature which has caused the success 
of our modern landscape painting, which inspired 
Wordsworth’s poetry, and which, if ever physical 
science is to become an instrument of intellectual 
education, must first be infused into the lessons of 
nature; the sense of that ‘something’ interfused in 
the material world— 


Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns, 
And the round ocean, and the living air, 

And the blue sky, and in the mind of man ;— 
A motion and a spirit, which impels 

All thinking things, all objects of all thought, 
And rolls through all things. 


If we shrink from regarding the extended universe, 
with Spinoza, as an actual manifestation of Almighty 
God, we are unable to rest in the mere denial that it 
is this. We go on to ask what it 1s, and we are 
obliged to conclude thus much at least of it, that 
every smallest being was once a thought in his mind ; 
and in the study of what he has made, we are really 
and truly studying a revelation of himself. 

It is not here, it is not on the physical, it is rather 
on the moral side, that the stumbling-block is lying ; 
in that excuse for evil and for evil men which the 
necessitarian theory will furnish, disguise it in what 
fair-sounding words we will. So plain this is, that 
common-sense people, and especially English people, 
cannot bring themselves even to consider the question 
without impatience, and turn disdainfully and angrily 
from a theory which confuses their instincts of right 
and wrong. Although, however, error on this side is 
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infinitely less mischievous than on the other, no vehe- 
ment error can exist in this world with impunity ; 
and it does appear that in our common view of these 
matters we have closed our eyes to certain grave facts 
of experience, and have given the fatalist a vantage 
ground of real truth which we ought to have con- 
sidered and allowed. At the risk of tediousness we 
shall enter briefly into this unpromising ground. 
Life and the necessities of life are our best philoso- 
phers if we will only listen honestly to what they 
say to us; and dislike the lesson as we may, it is 
cowardice which refuses to hear it. 

The popular belief is, that right and wrong lie 
before every man, and that he is free to choose be- 
tween them, and the responsibility of choice rests 
with himself. The fatalist’s belief is that every 
man’s actions are determined by causes external and 
internal over which he has no power, leaving no room 
for any moral choice whatever. The first is contra- 
dicted by facts, the second by the instinct of con- 
science. Hven Spinoza allows that for practical 
purposes we are obliged to regard the future as 
contingent, and ourselves as able to influence it; and 
it is incredible that both our inward convictions and 
our outward conduct should be built together upon a 
falsehood. But if, as Butler says, whatever be the 
speculative account of the matter, we are practically 
forced to regard ourselves as free, this 1s but half the 
truth, for it may be equally said that practically we 
are forced to regard each other as not free; and to 
make allowance, every moment, for influences for 
which we cannot hold each other personally respon- 
sible. If not,—if every person of sound mind (in the 
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common acceptation of the term) be equally able at 
all times to act right if only he will,—why all the 
care which we take of children? why the pains to 
keep them from bad society ? why do we so anxiously 
watch their disposition, to determine the education 
which will best answer to it? Why in cases of guilt 
do we vary our moral censure according to the oppor- 
tunities of the offender? Why do we find excuses for 
youth, for inexperience, for violent natural passion, for 
bad education, bad example? Why, except that we feel 
that all these things do affect the culpability of the 
guilty person, and that it is folly and inhumanity to 
disregard them? But what we act upon in private life 
we cannot acknowledge in our ethical theories, and 
while our conduct in detail is humane and just, we 
have been contented to gather our speculative philo- 
sophy out of the broad and coarse generalisations of 
political necessity. In the swift haste of social life 
we must indeed treat men as we find them. We have 
no time to make allowances; and the graduation of 
punishment by the scale of guilt is a mere impossi- 
bility. A thief is a thief in the law’s eye though he 
has been trained from his cradle in the kennels of St. 
Giles’s; and definite penalties must be attached to 
definite acts, the conditions of political life not ad- 
mitting of any other method of dealing with them. 
But it is absurd to argue from such rude necessity 
that each act therefore, by whomsoever committed, is 
of specific culpability. The act is one thing, the 
moral guilt is another. There are many cases in 
which, as Butler again allows, if we trace a sinner’s 
history to the bottom, the guilt attributable to himself 
appears to vanish altogether. 
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This is plain matter of fact, and as long as we con- 
tinue to deny or ignore it, there will be found men 
(not bad men, but men who love the truth as much as 
ourselves) who will see only what we neglect, and 
will insist upon it, and build their systems upon it. 

And again, if less obvious, yet not less real, are 
those natural tendencies which each of -us brings 
with him into the world,—which we did not make, 
and yet which almost as much determine what we 
are to be, as the properties of the seed determine the 
tree which shall grow from it. Men are self-willed, 
or violent, or obstinate, or weak, or generous, or 
affectionate; there is as large difference in their dis- 
positions as in the features of their faces. Duties 
which are easy to one, another finds difficult or im- 
possible. It is with morals as it is with art. Two 
children are taught to draw; one learns with ease, the 
other hardly or never. In vain the master will show 
him what todo. It seems so easy: it seems as if he 
had only to will, and the thing would be done; but 
it 1s not so. Between the desire and the execution 
lies the incapable organ which only wearily, and 
after long labour, imperfectly accomplishes what is 
required of it. And the same, fo a certain extent, 
unless we will deny the patent facts of experience, 
holds true in moral actions. No wonder, therefore, 
that evaded or thrust aside as these things are in the 
popular beliefs, as soon as they are recognised in 
their full reality they should be mistaken for the 
whole truth, and the free-will theory be thrown aside 
as a chimera. 

It may be said, and it often is said, that such 
reasonings are merely sophistical—that however we 
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entangle ourselves in logic, we are conscious that we 
are free; we know—we are as sure as we are of our 
existence—that we have power to act this way or 
that way, exactly as we choose. But this is less plain 
than it seems; and if granted, it proves less than it 
appears to prove. It may be true that we can act as 
we choose, but can we choose? Is not our choice 
determined for us? We cannot determine from the 
fact, because we always have chosen as soon as we act, 
and we cannot replace the conditions in such a way 
as to discover whether we could have chosen anything 
else. The stronger motive may have determined our 
volition without our perceiving it; and if we desire 
to prove our independence of motive, by showing that 
we can choose something different from that which 
we should naturally have chosen, we still cannot 
escape from the circle, this very desire becoming, as 
Mr. Hume observes, itself a motive. Again, conscious- 
ness of the possession of any power may easily be 
delusive; we can properly judge what our powers are 
only by what they have actually accomplished; we 
know what we have done, and we may infer from 
having done it that our power was equal to what 
it achieved. But it is easy for us to overrate our 
strength if we try to measure our abilities in them- 
selves. A man who can leap five yards may think 
that he can leap six; yet he may try and fail. A 
man who can write prose may only learn that he 
cannot write poetry from the badness of the verses 
which he produces. To the appeal to consciousness 
of power there is always an answer :—that we may 
believe ourselves to possess it, but that experience 
proves that we may be deceived. 
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There is, however, another group of feelings which 
cannot be set aside in this way, which do prove that, 
in some sense or other, in some degree or other, we are 
the authors of our own actions. It is one of the clear- 
est of all inward phenomena, that, where two or more 
courses involving moral issues are before us, whether 
we have a consciousness of power to choose between 
them or not, we have a consciousness that we ought to 
choose between them ; a sense of duty—éru det todro 
mpatrew—as Aristotle expresses it, which we cannot 
shake off. Whatever this consciousness involves (and 
some measure of freedom it must involve or it is non- 
sense), the feeling exists within us, and refuses to yield 
before all the batteries of logic. It is not that of the 
two courses we know that one is in the long run the 
best, and the other more immediately tempting. We 
have a sense of obligation irrespective of consequence, 
the violation of which is followed again by a sense 
of self-disapprobation, of censure, of blame. In vain 
will Spinoza tell us that such feelings, incompatible 
as they are with the theory of powerlessness, are 
mistakes arising out of a false philosophy. They are 
primary facts of sensation most vivid in minds of 
most vigorous sensibility ; and although they may be 
extinguished by habitual profligacy, or possibly, per- 
haps, destroyed by logic, the paralysis of the con- 
science is no more a proof that it is not a real power 
of perceiving real things, than blindness is a proof 
that sight is not a real power. The perceptions 
of worth and worthlessness are not conclusions of 
reasoning, but immediate sensations like those of 
seeing and hearing; and although, like the other 
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senses, they may be mistaken sometimes in the 
accounts they render to us, the fact of the existence 
of such feelings at all proves that there is something 
which corresponds to them. If there be any such 
things as ‘ true ideas,’ or clear, distinct perceptions 
at all, this of praise and blame is one of them, and 
according to Spinoza’s own rule we must accept what 
it involves. And it involves that somewhere or other 
the influence of causes ceases to operate, and that 
some degree of power there is in men of self-determi- 
nation, by the amount of which, and not by their 
specific actions, moral merit or demerit is to be 
measured. Speculative difficulties remain in abun- 
dance. It will be said in a case, e.g. of moral trial, 
that there may have been power; but was there power 
enough to resist the temptation? If there was, then 
it was resisted. If there was not, there was no 
responsibility. We must answer again from practical 
instinct. We refuse to allow men to be considered all 
equally guilty who have committed the same faults ; 
and we insist that their actions must be measured 
against their opportunities. But a similar conviction 
assures us that there is somewhere a point of freedom. 
Where that point is—where other influences termi- 
nate, and responsibility begins—will always be of 
intricate and often impossible solution. But if there 
be such a point at all, it is fatal to necessitarianism, 
and man is what he has been hitherto supposed to 
-be—an exception in the order of nature, with a power 
not differing in degree but differing in kind from 
those of other creatures. Moral life, like all life, is a 
mystery; and as to anatomise the body will not reveal 
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the secret of animation, so with the actions of the 
moral man. The spiritual life, which alone gives 
them meaning and being, glides away before the 
logical dissecting knife, and leaves it but a corpse to 
work upon. 
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To be entirely just in our estimate of other ages is 
not difficult—it is impossible. Even what is passing 
in our presence we see but through a glass darkly. 
The mind as well as the eye adds something of its 
own, before an image, even of the clearest object, can 
be painted upon it. 

And in historical enquiries, the most instructed 
thinkers have but a limited advantage over the most 
illiterate. Those who know the most, approach least 
to agreement. The most careful investigations are 
diverging roads—the further men travel upon them, 
the greater the interval by which they are divided. 
In the eyes of David Hume, the history of the Saxon 
Princes is ‘ the scuffling of kites and crows.’ Father 
Newman would mortify the conceit of a degenerate 
England by pointing to the sixty saints and the 
hundred confessors who were trained in her royal 
palaces for the Calendar of the Blessed. How vast a 
chasm yawns between these two conceptions of the 
same era! Through what common term can the 
student pass from one into the other ? 

Or, to take an instance yet more noticeable. The 


* From Fraser's Magazine, 1857. 
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history of England scarcely interests Mr. Macaulay 
before the Revolution of the seventeenth century. 
To Lord John Russell, the Reformation was the first 
outcome from centuries of folly and ferocity; and 
Mr. Hallam’s more temperate language softens, with- 
out concealing, a similar conclusion. These writers 
have all studied what they describe. Mr. Carlyle has 
studied the same subject with power at least equal to 
theirs, and to him the greatness of English character 
was waning with the dawn of English literature; the 
race of heroes was already failing. The era of action 
was yielding before the era of speech. 

All these views may seem to ourselves exaggerated ; 
we may have settled into some moderate via media, 
or have carved out our own ground on an original 
pattern ; but if we are wise, the differences in other 
men’s judgments will teach us to be diffident. The 
more distinctly we have made history bear witness in 
favour of our particular opinions, the more we have 
multiplied the chances against the truth of our own 
theory. 

Again, supposing that we have made a truce with 
' opinions,’ properly so called; supposing we have 
satisfied ourselves that it is idle to quarrel upon 
points on which good men differ, and that it is better 
to attend rather to what we certainly know ; supposing 
that, either from superior wisdom, or from the conceit 
of superior wisdom, we have resolved that we will 
look for human perfection neither exclusively in the 
Old World nor exclusively in the New—neither among 
Catholics nor Protestants, among Whigs or Tories, 
heathens or Christians—that we have laid aside acci- 
dental differences, and determined to recognise only 
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moral distinctions, to love moral worth, and to hate 
moral evil, wherever we find them ;—even supposing 
all this, we have not much improved our position— 
we cannot leap from our shadow. 

Eras, like individuals, differ from one another in 
the species of virtue which they encourage. In one 
age, we find the virtues of the warrior; in the next, of 
the saint. The ascetic and the soldier in their turn 
disappear ; an industrial era succeeds, bringing with 
it the virtues of common sense, of grace, and refine- 
ment. There is the virtue of energy and command, 
there is the virtue of humility and patient suffering. 
All these are different, and all are, or may be, of 
equal moral value ; yet, from the constitution of our 
minds, we are so framed that we cannot equally 
appreciate all; we sympathise instinctively with the 
person who most represents our own ideal—with the 
period when the graces which most harmonise with 
our own tempers have been especially cultivated. 
Further, if we leave out of sight these refinements, 
and content ourselves with the most popular concep- 
tions of morality, there is this immeasurable difficulty — 
—so great, yet so little considered,—that goodness is 
positive as well as negative, and consists in the active 
accomplishment of certain things which we are bound 
to do, as well as in the abstaining from things which 
we are bound not to do. And here the warp and woof 
vary in shade and pattern. Many a man, with the 
help of circumstances, may pick his way clear through 
life, never having violated one prohibitive command- 
ment, and yet at last be fit only for the place of the 
unprofitable servant—he may not have committed 
either sin or crime, yet never have felt the pulsation 
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of a single unselfish emotion. Another, meanwhile, 
shall have been hurried by an impulsive nature into 
fault after fault—shall have been reckless, improvi- 
dent, perhaps profligate, yet be fitter after all for the 
kingdom of heaven than the Pharisee—fitter, because 
against the catalogue of faults there could perhaps be 
set a fairer list of acts of comparative generosity and 
self-forgetfulness—fitter, because to those who love 
much, much is forgiven. Fielding had no occasion 
to make Blifil, behind his decent coat, a traitor and a 
hypocrite. It would have been enough to have 
coloured him in and out alike in the steady hues of 
selfishness, afraid of offending the upper powers as he 
was afraid of offending Allworthy—not from any love 
for what was good, but solely because it would be 
imprudent—because the pleasure to be gained was 
not worth the risk of consequences. Such a Blifil 
would have answered the novelist’s purpose—for he 
would have remained a worse man in the estimation 
of some of us than Tom Jones. 

So the truth is; but unfortunately it is only where 
accurate knowledge is stimulated by affection, that 
we are able to feel it. Persons who live beyond our 
own circle, and, still more, persons who have lived in 
another age, receive what is called justice, not charity ; 
and justice is supposed to consist in due allotments 
of censure for each special act of misconduct, leaving 
merit unrecognised. There are many reasons for 
this harsh method of judging. We must decide of 
men by what we know, and it is easier to know faults 
than to know virtues. Faults are specific, easily de- 
scribed, easily appreciated, easily remembered. And 
again, there is, or may be, hypocrisy in virtue; but 
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no one pretends to vice who is not vicious. The bad 
things which can be proved of a man we know to be 
genuine. He was a spendthrift, he was an adulterer, 
he gambled, he equivocated. These are blots positive, 
-- unless untrue, and when they stand alone, tinge the 
whole character. 

This also is to be observed in historical criticism. 
All men feel a necessity of being on some terms with 
their conscience, at their own expense or at another’s. 
If they cannot part with their faults, they will at least 
call them by their right name when they meet with 
such faults elsewhere; and thus, when they find 
accounts of deeds of violence or sensuality, of tyranny, 
of injustice of man to man, of great and extensive 
suffering, or any of those other misfortunes which the 
selfishness of men has at various times occasioned, 
they will vituperate the doers of such things, and the 
age which has permitted them to be done, with the 
full emphasis of virtuous indignation, while all the 
time they are themselves doing things which will be 
described, with no less justice, in the same colour, by 
an equally virtuous posterity. 

Historians are fond of recording the supposed suf- 
ferings of the poor in the days of serfdom and villan- 
age; yet the records of the strikes of the last ten 
years, when told by the sufferers, contain pictures no 
less fertile in tragedy. We speak of famines and 
plagues under the Tudors and Stuarts; but the Irish 
famine, and the Irish plague of 1847, the last page of 
such horrors which has yet been turned over, is the 
most horrible of all. We can conceive a description of 
England during the year which has just closed over 
us (1856), true in all its details, containing no one 
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statement which can be challenged, no single exag- 
geration which can be proved; and this description, 
if given without the correcting traits, shall make ages 
to come marvel why the Cities of the Plain were de- 
stroyed, and England was allowed to survive. The 
frauds of trusted men, high in power and high in sup- 
posed religion; the wholesale poisonings; the rob- 
beries; the adulteration of food—nay, of almost 
everything exposed for sale—the cruel usage of women 
—children murdered for the burial fees—life and 
property insecure in open day in the open streets— 
splendour such as the world never saw before upon 
earth, with vice and squalor crouching under its 
walls—let all this be written down by an enemy, or 
let it be ascertained hereafter by the investigation of 
a posterity which desires to judge us as we generally 
have judged our forefathers, and few years will show 
darker in the English annals than the year which 
we have just left behind us. Yet we know, in the 
honesty of our hearts, how unjust such a picture 
would be. Our future advocate, if we are so happy 
as to find one, may not be able to disprove a single 
article in the indictment; and yet we know that, as 
the world goes, he will be right if he marks the year 
with a white stroke—as one in which, on the whole, 
the moral harvest was better than an average. 

Once more: our knowledge of any man is always 
inadequate—even of the unit which each of us calls 
himself; and the first condition under which we can 
know a man at all is, that he be in essentials some- 
thing like ourselves; that our own experience be 
an interpreter which shall open the secrets of his 
experience; and it often happens, even among our 
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contemporaries, that we are altogether baffled. The 
Englishman and the Italian may understand each 
other’s speech, but the language of each other’s ideas 
has still to be learnt. Our long failures in Ireland 
have risen from a radical incongruity of character 
which has divided the Celt from the Saxon. And 
again, in the same country, the Catholic will be a 
mystery to the Protestant, and the Protestant to the 
Catholic. Their intellects have been shaped in oppo- 
site moulds; they are like instruments which cannot 
be played in concert. In the same way, but in a far 
higher degree, we are divided from the generations 
which have preceded us in this planet—we try to 
comprehend a Pericles or a Cesar—an image rises 
before us which we seem to recognise as belonging to 
our common humanity. There is this feature which 
is familiar to us—and this—and this. We are full of 
hope; the lineaments, one by one,. pass into clear- 
ness ; when suddenly the figure becomes: enveloped 
in a cloud—some perplexity crosses our analysis, 
baffing it utterly, the phantom which we have 
evoked dies away before our eyes, scornfully mocking 
our incapacity to master it. 

The English antecedent to the Reformation are 
nearer to us than Greeks or Romans; and yet there 
is a large interval between the baron who fought at 
Barnet field, and his polished descendant in a modern 
drawing-room. The scale of appreciation and the 
rule of judgment—the habits, the hopes, the fears, 
the emotions—have utterly changed. 

In perusing modern histories, the present writer 
has been struck dumb with wonder at the facility 
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with conjecture; will guess at the motives which 
have prompted actions; will pass their censures, as if 
all secrets of the past lay out on an open scroll before 
them. He is obliged to say for himself that, wherever 
he has been fortunate enough to discover authentic 
explanations of English historical difficulties, it is rare 
indeed that he has found any conjecture, either of his 
own or of any other modern writer, confirmed. The 
true motive has almost invariably been of a kind 
which no modern experience could have suggested. 

Thoughts such as these form a hesitating prelude 
to an expression of opinion on a controverted question. 
They will serve, however, to indicate the limits within 
which the said opinion is supposed to be hazarded. 
And in fact, neither in this nor in any historical sub- 
ject is the conclusion so clear that it can be enunciated 
in a definite form. The utmost which can be safely 
hazarded with history is to relate honestly ascer- 
tained facts, with only such indications of a judicial 
sentence upon them as may be suggested in the form 
in which the story is arranged. 

Whether the monastic bodies of England, at the 
time of their dissolution, were really in that condi- 
tion of moral corruption which is laid to their charge 
in the Act of Parliament by which they were dis- 
solved, is a point which it seems hopeless to argue. 
Roman Catholic, and indeed almost all English, 
writers who are not committed to an unfavourable 
opinion by the ultra-Protestantism of their doctrines, 
seem to have agreed of late years that the accusa- 
tions, if not false, were enormously exaggerated. The 
dissolution, we are told, was a predetermined act of 
violence and rapacity ; and when the reports and the 
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letters of the visitors are quoted in justification of 
the Government, the discussion is closed with the 
dismissal of every unfavourable witness from the 
court, as venal, corrupt, calumnious—in fact, as a 
suborned liar. Upon these terms the argument is 
easily disposed of; and if it were not that truth is in 
all matters better than falsehood, it would be idle to 
reopen a question which cannot be justly dealt with. 
No evidence can affect convictions which have been 
arrived at without evidence—and why should we 
attempt a task which it is hopeless to accomplish? 
It seems necessary, however, to reassert the actual 
state of the surviving testimony from time to time, if 
it be only to sustain the links of the old traditions ; 
and the present paper will contain one or two pictures 
of a peculiar kind, exhibiting the life and habits of 
those institutions, which have been lately met with 
chiefly among the unprinted Records. In anticipa- 
tion of any possible charge of unfairness in judging 
from isolated instances, we disclaim simply all desire 
to judge—all wish to do anything beyond relating 
certain ascertained stories. Let it remain, to those 
who are perverse enough to insist upon it, an open 
question whether the monasteries were more corrupt 
under Henry the Kighth than they had been four hun- 
dred years earlier. The dissolution would have been 
equally a necessity ; for no reasonable person would 
desire that bodies of men should have been maintained 
for the only business of singing masses, when the 
efficacy of masses was no longer believed. Our 
present desire is merely this—to satisfy ourselves 
whether the Government, in discharging a duty 
which could not be dispensed with, condescended to 
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falsehood in seeking a vindication for themselves 
which they did not require ; or whether they had cause 
really to believe the majority of the monastic bodies 
to be as they affirmed—whether, that is to say, there 
really were such cases either of flagrant immorality, 
neglect of discipline, or careless waste and prodigality, 
as to justify the general censure which was pro- 
nounced against the system by the Parliament and 
the Privy Council. 

Secure in the supposed completeness with which | 
Queen Mary’s agents destroyed the Records of the 
visjtation under her father, Roman Catholic writers 
have taken refuge in a disdainful denial; and the 
Anglicans, who for the most part, while contented to 
enjoy the fruits of the Reformation, detest the means 
by which it was brought about, have taken the same 
view. Bishop Latimer tells us that, when the Report 
of the visitors of the abbeys was read in the Commons 
House, there rose from all sides one long cry of 
‘Down with them.’ But Bishop Latimer, in the 
opinion of High Churchmen, is not to be believed. 
Do we produce letters of the visitors themselves, we 
are told that they are the slanders prepared to justify 
a preconceived purpose of spoliation. No witness, it 
seems, will be admitted unless it be the witness of a 
friend. Unless some enemy of the Reformation can 
be found to confess the crimes which made the Re- 
formation necessary, the crimes themselves are to be 
regarded as unproved. This isa hard condition. We 
appeal to Wolsey. Wolsey commenced the suppres- 
sion. Wolsey first made public the infamies which 
disgraced the Church; while, notwithstanding, he 
died the devoted servant of the Church. This 
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evidence is surely admissible? But no: Wolsey, too, 
must be put out of court. Wolsey was a courtier and a 
timeserver. Wolsey was a tyrant’s minion. Wolsey 
was—ain short, we know not what Wolsey was, or what 
he was not. Who can put confidence in a charlatan ? 
Behind the bulwarks of such objections, the champion 
of the abbeys may well believe himself secure. 

And yet, unreasonable though these demands may 
be, it happens, after all, that we are able partially to 
gratify them. It is strange that, of all extant accu- 
sations against any one of the abbeys, the heaviest 
is from a quarter which even Lingard himself would 
scarcely call suspicious. No picture left us by 
Henry’s visitors surpasses, even if it equals, a de- 
scription of the condition of the Abbey of St. Albans, 
in the last quarter of the fifteenth century, drawn by 
Morton, Henry the, Seventh’s minister, Cardinal 
Archbishop, Legate of the Apostolic See, in a letter 
addressed by him to the Abbot of St. Albans himself. 

We must request our reader’s special attention for 
the next two pages. 

In the year 1489, Pope Innocent the Highth— 
moved with the enormous stories which reached his 
ear of the corruption of the houses of religion in 
England—granted a commission to the Archbishop 
of Canterbury to make enquiries whether these 
stories were true, and to proceed to correct and 
reform as might seem good to him. The regular 
clergy were exempt from episcopal visitation, except 
under especial directions from_Rome. The occasion 
had appeared so serious as to make extraordinary 
interference necessary. 

On the receipt of the Papal commission, Cardinal 


72 The Dissolution of the Monasterves. 


Morton, among other letters, wrote the following 
letter :— 


John, by Divine permission, Archbishop of Canterbury, 
Primate of all England, Legate of the Apostolic See, to 
William, Abbot of the Monastery. of St. Albans, greeting. 

We have received certain letters under lead, the copies 
whereof we herewith send you, from our most holy Lord and 
Father in Christ, Innocent, by Divine Providence Pope, the 
eighth of that name. We therefore, John, the Archbishop, 
the visitor, reformer, inquisitor, and judge therein mentioned, 
in reverence for the Apostolic See, have taken upon ourselves 
the burden of enforcing the said commission; and have 
determined that we will proceed by, and according to, the full 
force, tenor, and effect of the same. 

And it has come to our ears, being at once publicly noto- 
rious and brought before us upon the testimony of many wit- 
nesses worthy of’ credit, that you, the abbot afore-mentioned, 
have been of long time noted and diffamed, and do yet con- 
tinue so noted, of simony, of usury, of dilapidation and waste 
of the goods, revenues, and possessions of the said monas- 
tery, and of certain other enormous crimes and excesses here- 
after written. In the rule, custody, and administration of 
the goods, spiritual and temporal, of the said monastery, you 
are so remiss, so negligent, so prodigal, that whereas the said 
monastery was of old times founded and endowed by the 
pious devotion of illustrious princes, of famous memory, 
heretofore kings of this land, the most noble progenitors of 
our most serene Lord and King that now is, in order that true 
religion might flourish there, that the name of the Most High, 
in whose honour and glory it was instituted, might be duly 
celebrated there ; 

‘ And whereas, in days heretofore, the regular observance of 
the said rule was greatly regarded, and hospitality was dili- 
gently kept ; 

Nevertheless, for no little time, during which you have pre- 
sided in the same monastery, you and certain of your fellow- 
monks and brethren (whose blood, it is feared, through your 
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neglect, a severe Judge will require at your hand) have relaxed 
the measure and form of religious life; you have laid aside the 
pleasant yoke of contemplation, and all regular observances— 
hospitality, alms, and those other offices of piety which of old 
time were exercised and ministered therein have decreased, and 
by your faults, your carelessness, your neglect and deed, do daily 
decrease more and more, and cease to be regarded—the pious 
vows of the founders are defrauded of their just intent—the 
ancient rule of your order is deserted; and not a few of 
your fellow-monks and brethren, as we most deeply grieve to 
learn, giving themselves over to a reprobate mind, laying 
aside the fear of God, do lead only a life of lasciviousness— 
nay, as is horrible to relate, be not afraid to defile the holy 
places, even the very churches of God, by infamous inter- 
course with nuns, &c. &c. 

You yourself, moreover, among other grave enormities and 
abominable crimes whereof you are guilty, and for which you 
are noted and diffamed, have, in the first place, admitted a cer- 
tain married woman, named Elena Germyn, who has separated 
herself without just cause from her husband, and for some time 
past has lived in adultery with another man, to be a nun orsister 
in the house or Priory of Bray, lying, as you pretend, within 
your jurisdiction. You have next appointed the same woman 
to be prioress of the said house, notwithstanding that her 
said husband was living at the time, and is still alive. And 
finally, Father Thomas Sudbury, one of your brother monks, 
publicly, notoriously, and without interference or punishment 
from you, has associated, and still associates, with this woman 
as an adulterer with his harlot. 

Moreover, divers other of your brethren and fellow-monks 
have resorted, and do resort, continually to her and other 
women at the same place, as to a public brothel or receiving 
house, and have received no correction therefor. 

Nor is Bray the only house into which you have introduced 
disorder. At the nunnery of Sapwell, which you also con- 
tend to be under your jurisdiction, you change the prioresses 
and superiors again and again at your own will and caprice. 
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Here, as well as at Bray, you depose those who are good and 
religious; you promote to the highest dignities the worthless 
and the vicious. The duties of the order are cast aside; 
virtue is neglected; and by these means so much cost and 
extravagance has been caused, that to provide means for your 
indulgence you have introduced certain of your brethren to 
preside in their houses under the name of guardians, when 
in fact they are no guardians, but thieves and notorious 
villains; and with their help you have caused and permitted 
the goods of the same priories to be dispensed, or to speak 
more truly to be dissipated; in the above-described corrup- 
tions and other enormous and accursed offences. Those 
places once religious are rendered and reputed as it were pro- 
fane and impious; and by your own and your creatures’ con- 
duct, are so impoverished as to be reduced to the verge of ruin. 

In like manner, also, you have dealt with certain other cells 
of monks, which you say are subject to you, even within the 
monastery of the glorious proto-martyr Alban himself. You 
have dilapidated the common property ; you have made away 
with the jewels; the copses, the woods, the underwood, 
almost all the oaks, and other forest trees, to the value of 
eight thousand marks and more, you have made to be cut 
down without distinction, and they have by you been sold 
and alienated. The brethren of the abbey, some of whom, as 
is reported, are given over to all the evil things of the world, 
neglect the service of God altogether. They live with har- 
lots and mistresses publicly and continuously, within the 
precincts of the monastery and without. Some of them, who 
are covetous of honour and promotion, and desirous therefore 
of pleasing your cupidity, have stolen and made away with 
the chalices and other jewels of the church. They have even 
sacrilegiously extracted the precious stones from the very shrine 
of St. Alban ; and you have not punished these men, but have 
rather knowingly supported and maintained them. If any of 
your brethren be living justly and religiously, if any be wise 
and virtuous, these you straightway depress and hold in 
hatred.... You... 
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But we need not transcribe further this overwhelm- 
ing document. It pursues its way through mire and 
filth to its most lame and impotent conclusion. 
After all this, the abbot was not deposed; he was 
invited merely to reconsider his doings, and, if pos- 
sible, amend them. Such was Church discipline, 
even under an extraordinary commission from Rome. 
But the most incorrigible Anglican will scarcely 
question the truth of a picture drawn by such a 
hand; and it must be added that this one unexcep- 
tionable indictment lends at once assured credibility 
to the reports which were presented fifty years later, 
on the general visitation. There is no longer room 
for the presumptive objection that charges so revolt- 
ing could not be true. We see that in their, worst 
form they could be true, and the evidence of Legh 
and Leghton, of Rice and Bedyll, as it remains in 
their letters to Cromwell, must be shaken in detail, 
or else it must be accepted as correct. We cannot 
dream that Archbishop Morton was mistaken, or was 
misled by false information. St. Albans was no 
obscure priory in a remote and thinly-peopled county. 
The Abbot of St. Albans was a peer of the realm, 
taking precedence of bishops, living in the full glare 
of notoriety, within a few miles of London. The 
archbishop had ample means of ascertaining the 
truth; and, we may be sure, had taken care to 
examine his ground before he left on record so tre- 
mendous an accusation. This story is true—as true 
as it is piteous. We will pause a moment over it 
before we pass from this, once more to ask our pas- 
sionate Church friends whether still they will persist 
that the abbeys were no worse under the Tudors than 
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they had been in their origin, under the Saxons, or 
under the first Norman and Plantagenet kings. 
We refuse to believe it. The abbeys which towered 
in the midst of the English towns, the houses 
clustered at their feet like subjects round some 
‘majestic queen, were images indeed of the civil 
supremacy which the Church of the Middle Ages 
had asserted for itself; but they were images also of 
an inner spiritual sublimity, which had won the 
homage of grateful and admiring nations. The 
heavenly graces had once descended upon the monas- 
tic orders, making them ministers of mercy, patterns 
of celestial life, breathing witnesses of the power of 
the Spirit in renewing and sanctifying the heart. 
And then it was that art and wealth and genius 
poured out their treasures to raise fitting tabernacles 
for the dwelling of so divine a soul. Alike in the 
village and the city, amongst the unadorned walls 
and lowly roofs which closed in the humble 
dwellings of the laity, the majestic houses of the 
Father of mankind and of his especial servants rose 
up in sovereign beauty. And ever at the sacred 
gates sat Mercy, pouring out relief from a never- 
failing store to the poor and the suffering; ever 
within the sacred aisles the voices of holy men were 
pealing heavenwards in intercession for the sins of 
mankind ; and such blessed influences were thought 
to exhale around those mysterious precincts, that 
even the poor outcasts of society—the debtor, the 
felon,and the outlaw—gathered round the walls as the 
sick men sought the shadow of the apostle, and lay 
there sheltered from the avenging hand, till their 
sins were washed from off their souls. The abbeys 
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of the middle ages floated through the storms of war 
and conquest, like the ark upon the waves of the 
flood, in the midst of violence remaining inviolate, 
through the awful reverence which surrounded 
them. The abbeys, as Henry’s visitors found them, 
were as little like what they once had been, as 
the living man in the pride of his growth is like 
the corpse which the earth makes haste to hide for 
ever. 

The official letters which reveal the condition into 
which the monastic establishments had degenerated, 
are chiefly in the Cotton Library, and a large number 
of them have been published by the Camden Society. 
Besides these, however, there are in the Rolls House 
many other documents which confirm and complete 
the statements of the writers of those letters. There 
is a part of what seems to have been a digest of the 
‘Black Book’—an epitome of iniquities, under thetitle 
of the ‘Compendium Compertorum.’ There are also 
reports from private persons, private entreaties for 
enquiry, depositions of monks in official examinations, 
and other similar papers, which, in many instances, 
are too offensive to be produced, and may rest in 
obscurity, unless contentious persons compel us to 
bring them forward. Some of these, however, throw 
curious light on the habits of the time, and on the 
collateral disorders which accompanied the more 
gross enormities. They show us, too, that although 
the dark tints predominate, the picture was not 
wholly black ; that as just Lot was in the midst of 
Sodom, yet was unable by his single presence to save 
the guilty city from destruction, so in the latest era 
of monasticism there were types yet lingering of an 
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older and fairer age, who, nevertheless, were not 
delivered, like the patriarch, but perished most of 
them with the institution to which they belonged. 
The hideous exposure is not untinted with fairer 
lines ; and we see traits here and there of true devo- 
tion, mistaken but heroic. 

Of these documents two specimens shall be given 
in this place, one of either kind; and both, so far 
as we know, new to modern history. The first is so 
singular, that we print it as it is found—a genuine 
antique, fished up, in perfect preservation, out of the 
wreck of the old world. 

About eight miles from Ludlow, in the county of 
Herefordshire, once stood the abbey of Wigmore. 
There was Wigmore Castle, a stronghold of the 
Welsh Marches, now, we believe, a modern, well- 
conditioned mansion; and Wigmore Abbey, of which 
we do not hear that there are any remaining traces. 
Though now vanished, however, like so many of its 
kind, the house was three hundred years ago in 
vigorous existence; and when the stir commenced 
for an enquiry, the proceedings of the abbot of this 
place gave occasion to a memorial which stands in 
the Rolls collection as follows :—* 

Articles to be objected against John Smart, Abbot of the 
Monastery of Wigmore, in the county of Hereford, to be 
exhibited to the Right Honourable Lord Thomas Cromwell, 
the Lord Privy Seal and Vicegerent to the King’s Majesty. 

1. The said abbot is to be accused of simony, as well for 
taking money for advocation and putations of benefices, as for 
giving of orders, or more truly, selling them, and that to such 
persons which have been rejected elsewhere, and of little 
learning and light consideration. 

* Rolls House MS., Miscellaneous Papers, First Series. 356. 
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2. The said abbot hath promoted to orders many scholars 
when all other bishops did refrain to give such orders on 
account of certain ordinances devised by the King’s Majesty 
and his Council for the common weal of this realm. Then 
resorted to the said abbot scholars out of all parts, whom he 
would promote to orders by sixty at a time, and sometimes 
more, and otherwhiles less. And sometimes the said abbot 
would give orders by night within his chamber, and otherwise 
in the church early in the morning, and now and then at a 
chapel out of the abbey. So that there be many unlearned 
and light priests made by the said abbot, and in the diocese 
of Llandaff, and in the places afore named—a thousand, as it 
is esteemed, by the space of this seven years he hath made 
priests, and received not so little money of them as a thousand 
pounds for their orders. 

3. Item, that the said abbot now of late, when he could 
not be suffered to give general orders, for the most part 
doth give orders by pretence of dispensation; and by that 
colour he promoteth them to orders by two and three, and 
takes much money of them, both for their orders and for 
to purchase their dispensations after the time he hath pro- 
moted them to their orders. 

4. Item, the said abbot hath hurt and dismayed his tenants 
by putting them from their leases, and by enclosing their 
commons from them, and selling and utter wasting of the 
woods that were wont to relieve and succour them. 

5. Item, the said abbot hath sold corradyes, to the damage 
of the said monastery. 

6. Item, the said abbot hath alienate and sold the jewels 
and plate of the monastery, to the value of five hundred — 
marks, to purchase of the Bishop of Rome his bulls to be a 
bishop, and to annex the said abbey to his bishopric, to that 
intent that he should not for his misdeeds be punished, or de- 
prived from his said abbey. 

7. Item, that the said abbot, long after that other bishops 
had renounced the Bishop of Rome, and professed them to the 
King’s Majesty, did use, but more verily usurped, the office of 
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a bishop by virtue of his first bulls purchased from Rome, till 
now of late, as it will appear by the date of his confirmation, 
if he have any. 

8. Item, that he the said abbot hath lived viciously, and 
kept to concubines divers and many women that is openly 
known. 

9. Item, that the said abbot doth yet continue his vicious 
living, as it is known, openly. 

10. Item, that the said abbot hath spent and wasted much 
of the goods of the said monastery upon the foresaid women. 

11. Item, that the said abbot is malicious and very wrath- 
ful, not regarding what he saith or doeth in his fury or 
anger. 

12. Item, that one Richard Gyles bought of the abbot and 
convent of Wigmore a corradye, and a chamber for him and 
his wife for term of their lives; and when the said Richard 
Gyles was aged and was very weak, he disposed his goods, 
and made executors to execute his will. And when the said 
abbot now being —— perceived that the said Richard Gyles 
was rich, and had not bequested so much of his goods to him 
as he would have had, the said abbot then came to the 
chamber of the said Richard Gyles, and put out thence all 
his friends and kinsfolk that kept him in his sickness; and 
then the said abbot set his brother and other of his servants 
to keep the sick man; and the night next coming after the 
said Richard Gyles’s coffer was broken, and thence taken all 
that was in the same, to the value of forty marks; and long 
after the said abbot confessed, before the executors of the said 
Richard Gyles, that it was his deed. 

13. Item, that the said abbot, after he had taken away the 
goods of the said Richard Gyles, used daily to reprove and 
check the said Richard Gyles, and inquire of him where was 
more of his coin and money; and at the last the said abbot 
thought he lived too long, and made the sick man, after 
much sorry keeping, to be taken from his feather-bed, and 
laid upon a cold mattress, and kept his friends from him to 


his death. 
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15. Item, that the said abbot consented to the death and 
murdering of one John Tichkill, that was slain at his pro- 
curing, at the said monastery, by Sir Richard Cubley, canon 
and chaplain to the said abbot; which canon is and ever hath 
been since that time chief of the said abbot’s council; and 
is supported to carry crossbowes, and to go whither he lusteth 
at any time, to fishing and hunting in the king’s forests, parks, 
and chases; but little or nothing serving the quire, as other 
brethren do, neither corrected of the abbot for any trespass he 
doth commit. 

16. Item, that the said abbot hath been perjured oft, as is 
to be proved and is proved; and as it is supposed, did not 
make a true inventory of the goods, chattels, and jewels of 
his monastery to the King’s Majesty and his Council. 

17. Item, that the said abbot hath infringed all the king’s 
injunctions which were given him by Doctor Cave to observe 
and keep; and when he was denounced in pleno capitulo to 
have broken the same, he would have put in prison the 
brother as did denounce him to have broken the same injunc- 
tions, save that he was let by the convent there. 

18. Item, that the said abbot hath openly preached against 
the doctrine of Christ, saying he ought not to love his enemy, 
but as he loves the devil; and that he should love his enemy’s 
soul, but not his body. 

19. Item, that the said abbot hath taken but small regard to 
the good-living of his household. 

20. Item, that the said abbot hath had and hath yet a 
special favour to misdoers and manquellers, thieves, deceivers 
of their neighbours, and by them [is] most ruled and coun- 
selled. 

21. Item, that the said abbot hath granted leases of farms 
and advocations first to one man, and took his fine, and also 
hath granted the same lease to another man for more money ; 
and then would make to the last taker a lease or writing, 
with an antedate of the first lease, which hath bred great dis- 
sension among gentlemen —as Master Blunt and Master 
Moysey, and other takers of such leases—and that often. 
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22. Item, the said abbot having the contrepaynes of leases 
in his keeping, hath, for money, rased out the number of 
years mentioned in the said leases, and writ a fresh number 
in the former taker’s lease, and in the contrepayne thereof, to 
the intent to defraud the taker or buyer of the residue of 
such leases, of whom he hath received the money. 

23. Item, the said abbot hath not, according to the founda- 
tion of his monastery, admitted freely tenants into certain 
alms-houses belonging to the said monastery ; but of them he 
hath taken large fines, and some of them he hath put away 
that would not give him fines: whither poor, aged, and 
impotent people were wont to be freely admitted, and [to] 
receive the founder's alms that of the old customs [were] 
limited to the same—which alms is also diminished by the 
said abbot. 

24. Item, that the said abbot did not deliver the bulls of 
his bishopric, that he purchased from Rome, to our sovereign 
lord the king’s council till long after the time he had deli- 
vered and exhibited the bulls of his monastery to them. 

25. Item, that the said abbot hath detained and yet doth 
detain servants’ wages; and often when the said servants 
hath asked their wages, the said abbot hath put them into the 
stocks, and beat them. 

26. Item, the said abbot, in times past, hath had a great 
devotion to ride to Llangarvan, in Wales, upon Lammas-day, 
to receive pardon there; and on the even he would visit one 
Mary Hawle, an old acquaintance of his, at the Welsh Poole, 
and on the morrow ride to the foresaid Llangarvan, to be 
confessed and absolved, and the same night return to company 
with the said Mary Hawle, at the Welsh Poole aforesaid, and 
Kateryn, the said Mary Hawle her first daughter, whom the 
said abbot long hath kept to concubine, and had children by 
her, that he lately married at Ludlow. And [there be] others 
that have been taken out of his chamber and put in the 
stocks within the said abbey, and others that have complained 
upon him to the king’s council of the Marches of Wales; and, 
the woman that dashed out his teeth, that he would have had 
by violence, I will not name now, nor other men’s wives, 
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lest it would offend your good lordship to read or hear the 
same. 

27. Item, the said abbot doth daily embezzle, sell, and 
convey the goods and chattels, and jewels of the said monas- 
tery, having no need so todo: for it is thought that he hath 
a thousand marks or two thousand lying by him that he hath 
gotten by selling of orders, and the jewels and plate of the 
monastery and corradyes; and it is to be feared that he will 
alienate all the rest, unless your good lordship speedily make 
redress and provision to let the same. 

28. Item, the said abbot was accustomed yearly to preach 
at Leyntwarden on the Festival of the Nativity of the Virgin 
Mary, where and when the people were wont to offer to an 
image there, and to the same the said abbot in his sermons 
would exhort them and encourage them. But now the obla- 
tions be decayed, the abbot, espying the image then to have a 
cote of silver plate and gilt, hath taken away of his own autho- 
rity the said image, and the plate turned to his own use; and 
left his preaching there, saying it is no manner of profit to any 
man, and the plate that was about the said image was named 
to be worth forty pounds. 

29. Item, the said abbot hath ever nourished enmity and 
discord among his brethren; and hath not encouraged them 
to learn the laws and the mystery of Christ. But he that 
least knew was most cherished by him; and he hath been 
highly’ displeased and [hath] disdained when his brothers 
would say that ‘it is God’s precept and doctrine that ye ought 
to prefer before your ceremonies and vain constitutions.’ 
This saying was high disobedient, and should be grievously 
punished ; when that lying, obloquy, flattery, ignorance, de- 
rision, contumely, discorJ, great swearing, drinking, hypocrisy, 
fraud, superstition, deceit, conspiracy to wrong their neigh- 
bour, and other of that kind, was had in special favour and 
regard. Laud and praise be to God that hath sent us the 
true knowledge. Honour and long prosperity to our sovereign 
lord and his noble council, that teaches to advance the same, 
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By John Lee, your faithful bedeman, and canon of the 
said monastery of Wigmore. 

Postscript.—My good lord, there is in the said abbey a cross 
of fine gold and precious stones, whereof one diamond was 
esteemed by Doctor Booth, Bishop of Hereford, worth a hun- 
dred marks. In that cross is enclosed a piece of wood, named 
to be of the cross that Christ died upon, and to the same hath 
been offering. And when it should be brought down to the 
church from the treasury, it was brought down with lights, 
and like reverence as should have been done to Christ him- 
self. I fear lest the abbot upon Sunday next, when he may 
enter the treasury, will take away the said cross and break it, 
or turn it to his own use, with many other precious jewels 
that be there. 

All these articles afore written be true as to the substance 
and true meaning of them, though peradventure for haste and — 
lack of counsel, some words be set amiss or out of their place. 
That I will be ready to prove forasmuch as lies in me, when 
it shall like your honourable lordship to direct your com- 
mission to men (or any man) that will be indifferent and not 
corrupt to sit upon the same, at the said abbey, where the 
witnesses and proofs be most ready and the truth is best 
known, or at any other place where it shall be thought most 
convenient by your high discretion and authority. 


The statutes of Provisors, commonly called Pramu- 
nire statutes, which forbade all purchases of bulls 
from Rome under penalty of outlawry, have been 
usually considered in the highest degree oppressive ; 
and more particularly the public censure has fallen 
upon the last application of those statutes, when, on 
Wolsey’s fall, the whole body of the clergy were laid 
under a premunire, and only obtained pardon on pay- 
ment of a serious fine. Let no one regret that he has 
learnt to be tolerant to Roman Catholics as the nine- 
teenth century knows them. But it is a spurious 
charity which, to remedy a modern injustice, hastens 
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to its opposite; and when philosophic historians 
indulge in loose invective against the statesmen of 
the Reformation, they show themselves unfit to be 
trusted with the custody of our national annals. The 
Acts of Parliament speak plainly of the enormous 
abuses which had grown up under these bulls. Yet 
even the emphatic language of the statutes scarcely | 
prepares us to find an abbot able to purchase with 
jewels stolen from his own convent a faculty to confer 
holy orders, though he had never been consecrated 
bishop, and to make a thousand pounds by selling the 
exercise of his privileges. This is the most flagrant 
case which has fallen under the eyes of the present 
writer. Yet it is but a choice specimen out of many. 
He was taught to believe, like other modern students 
of history, that the papal dispensations for immorality, 
of which we read in Fox and other Protestant writers, 
were calumnies, but he has been forced against his 
will to perceive that the supposed calumnies were but 
the plain truth; he has found among the records— 
for one thing, a list of more than twenty clergy in one 
diocese who had obtained licences to keep concubines.* 
After some experience, he advises all persons who are 
anxious to understand the English Reformation to 
place implicit confidence in the Statute Book. Every 
fresh record which is brought to light is a fresh 
evidence in its favour. In the fluctuations of the 
conflict there were parliaments, as there were princes, 
of opposing sentiments ; and measures were passed, 
amended, repealed, or censured, as Protestants and 
Catholics came alternately into power. But whatever 


* Tanner MS. 105, Bodleian Library, Oxford. 
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were the differences of opinion, the facts on either 
side which are stated in an Act of Parliament may be 
uniformly trusted. Even in the attainders for treason 
and heresy we admire the truthfulness of the details 
of the indictments, although we deplore the prejudice 
which at times could make a crime of virtue. 

We pass on to the next picture. Equal justice, or 
some attempt at it, was promised, and we shall per- 
haps part from the friends of the monasteries on 
better terms than they believe. Atleast, we shall add 
to our own history and to the Catholic martyrology 
a story of genuine interest. 

We have many accounts of the abbeys at the time 
of their actual dissolution. The resistance or ac- 
quiescence of superiors, the dismissals of the brethren, 
the sale of the property, the destruction of relics, &c., 
are all described. We know how the windows were 
taken out, how the glass appropriated, how the 
‘“melter’ accompanied the visitors to run the lead 
upon the roofs, and the metal of the bells into portable 
forms. We see the pensioned regulars filing out 
reluctantly, or exulting in their deliverance, dis- 
charged from their vows, furnished each with his 
‘secular apparel,’ and his purse of money, to begin 
the world as he might. These scenes have long been 
partially known, and they were rarely attended with 
anything remarkable. At the time of the suppression, 
the discipline of several years had broken down 
opposition, and prepared the way for the catastrophe. 
The end came at last, but as an issue which had been 
long foreseen. | 

We have sought in vain, however, for a glimpse 
into the interior of the houses at the first intimation 
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of what was coming—more especially when the great 
blow was struck which severed England from obe- 
dience to Rome, and asserted the independence of the 
Anglican Church. Then, virtually, the fate of the 
monasteries was decided. As soon as the supremacy 
was vested in the Crown, enquiry into their condition 
could no longer be escaped or delayed; and then, 
through the length and breadth of the country, there 
must have been rare dismay. The account of the 
London Carthusians is indeed known to us, because 
they chose to die rather than yield submission where 
their consciences forbade them; and their isolated 
heroism has served to distinguish their memories. 
The pope, as head of the Universal Church, claimed 
the power of absolving subjects from their allegiance 
to their king. He deposed Henry. He called on 
foreign princes to enforce his sentence; and, on pain 
of excommunication, commanded the native English 
to rise in rebellion. The king, in self-defence, was 
compelled to require his subjects to disclaim all 
sympathy with these pretensions, and to recognise no 
higher authority, spiritual or secular, than himself 
within his own dominions. The regular clergy 
throughout the country were on the pope’s side, 
secretly or openly. The Charterhouse monks, how- 
ever, alone of all the order, had the courage to declare 
their convictions, and to suffer forthem. Of the rest, 
we only perceive that they at last submitted; and 
since there was no uncertainty as to their real feelings, 
we have been disposed to judge them hardly as 
cowards. Yet we who have never been tried, should 
perhaps be cautious in our censures. It is possible 
to hold an opinion quite honestly, and yet to hesitate 
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about dying for it. We consider ourselves, at the 
present day, persuaded honestly of many things; yet 
which of them should we refuse to relinquish if the 
scaffold were the alternative—or at least seem to 
relinquish, under silent protest ? 

And yet, in the details of the struggle at the 
Charterhouse, we see the forms of mental trial which 
must have repeated themselves among all bodies of 
the clergy wherever there was seriousness of con- 
viction. If the majority of the monks were vicious 
and sensual, there was still a large minority labouring 
to be true to their vows ; and when one entire convent 
was capable of sustained resistance, there must have 
been many where there was only just too little virtue 
for the emergency —where the conflict between 
interest and conscience was equally genuine, though 
it ended the other way. Scenes of bitter misery there 
must have been—of passionate emotion wrestling 
ineffectually with the iron resolution of the Govern- 
ment: and the faults of the Catholic party weigh so 
heavily against them in the course and progress of 
the Reformation, that we cannot willingly lose the 
few countervailing tints which soften the darkness of 
their conditions. 

Nevertheless, for any authentic account of the 
abbeys at this crisis, we have hitherto been left to our 
imagination. A stern and busy administration had 
little leisure to preserve records of sentimental strug- 
gles which led to nothing. The Catholics did not 
care to keep alive the recollection of a conflict in 
which, even though with difficulty, the Church was 
defeated. A rare accident only could have brought 
down to us any fragment of a transaction which no 
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one had an interest in remembering. That such an 
accident has really occurred, we may consider as 
unusually fortunate. The story in question concerns 
the abbey of Woburn, and is as follows :— 

At Woburn, as in many other religious houses, 
there were representatives of both the factions which 
divided the country; perhaps we should say of three 
—the sincere Catholics, the Indifferentists, and the 
Protestants. These last, so long as Wolsey was in 
power, had been frightened into silence, and with 
difficulty had been able to save themselves from 
extreme penalties. No sooner, however, had Wolsey 
fallen, and the battle commenced with the papacy, 
than the tables turned, the persecuted became per- 
secutors—or at least threw off their disguise—and 
were strengthened with the support of the large class 
who cared only to keep on the winning side. The 
mysteries of the faith came to be disputed at the 
public tables; the refectories rang with polemics ; the 
sacred silence of the dormitories was broken for the 
first time by lawless speculation. The orthodox 
might have appealed to the Government: heresy was 
still forbidden by law, and, if detected, was still 
punished by the stake. But the orthodox among the 
regular clergy adhered to the pope as well as to the 
faith, and abhorred the sacrilege of the Parliament as 
deeply as the new opinions of the Reformers. Instead 
of calling in the help of the law, they muttered 
treason in secret; and the Reformers, confident in 
the necessities of the times, sent reports to London of 
their arguments and conversations. The authorities 
in the abbey were accused of disaffection ; and a com- 
mission of enquiry was sent down towards the end of 
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the spring of 1536, to investigate. The depositions 
taken on this occasion are still preserved; and with 
the help of them, we can leap over three centuries of 
time, and hear the last echoes of the old monastic 
life in Woburn Abbey dying away in discord. 

Where party feeling was running so high, there 
were, of course, passionate arguments. The Act of 
Supremacy, the spread of Protestantism, the power 
of the Pope, the state of England—all were discussed ; 
and the possibilities of the future, as each party 
painted it in the colours of his hopes. The brethren, 
we find, spoke their minds in plain language, some- 
times condescending to a joke. 

Brother Sherborne deposes that the sub-prior, ‘ on 
Candlemas-day last past (February 2, 1536), asked 
him whether he longed not to be at Rome where all his 
bulls were?’ Brother Sherborne answered that ‘ his 
bulls had made so many calves, that he had burned 
them. Whereunto the sub-prior said he thought 
there were more calves now than there were then.’ 

Then there were long and furious quarrels about 
‘my Lord Privy Seal’ (Cromwell)—who was to one 
party, the incarnation of Satan; to the other, the 
delivering angel. 

Nor did matters mend when from the minister they 
passed to the master. 

Dan John Croxton being in ‘the shaving-house’ 
one day with certain of the brethren having their 
tonsures looked to, and gossiping, as men do on such 
occasions, one ‘ Friar Lawrence did say that the king 
was dead.’ Then said Croxton, ‘Thanks be to God, 
his Grace is in good health, and I pray God so con- 
tinue him;’ and said further to the said Lawrence, 
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‘I advise thee to leave thy babbling.’ Croxton, it 
seems, had been among the suspected in earlier times. 
Lawrence said to him, ‘ Croxton, it maketh no matter 
what thou sayest, for thou art one of the new world ;’ 
whereupon hotter still the conversation proceeded. 
‘Thy babbling tongue,’ Croxton said, ‘ will turn us all 
to displeasure at length.’ ‘Then,’ quoth Lawrence, 
‘neither thou nor yet any of us all shall do well as 
long as we forsake our head of the Church, the Pope.’ 
‘By the mass!’ quoth Croxton, ‘I would thy Pope 
Roger were in thy belly, or thou in his, for thou art 
a false perjured knave to thy prince.” Whereunto 
the said Lawrence answered, saying, ‘ By the mass, 
thou liest ! I was never sworn to forsake the Pope to 
be our head, and never will be.’ ‘Then,’ quoth Crox- 
ton, ‘ thou shalt be sworn spite of thine heart one day, 
or I will know why nay.’ 

These and similar wranglings may be taken as 
specimens of the daily conversation at Woburn, and 
we can perceive how an abbot with the best intentions 
would have found it difficult to keep the peace. There 
are instances of superiors in other houses throwing 
down their command in the midst of the crisis in flat 
despair, protesting that their subject brethren were 
no longer governable. Abbots who were inclined to 
the Reformation could not manage the Catholics ; 
Catholic abbots could not manage the Protestants ; 
indifferent abbots could not manage either the one or 
the other. It would have been well for the Abbot of 
Woburn—or well as far as this world is concerned— 
if he, like one of these, had acknowledged his in- 
capacity, and had fled from his charge. 

His name was Robert Hobbes. Of his age and 
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family, history is silent. We know only that he held 
his place when the storm rose against the pope ; that, 
like the rest of the clergy, he bent before the blast, 
taking the oath to the king, and submitting to the 
royal supremacy, but swearing under protest, as the 
phrase went, with the outward, and not with the 
inward man—in fact, perjuring himself. Though 
infirm, so far, however, he was too honest to bea 
successful counterfeit, and from the jealous eyes of 
the Neologians of the abbey he could not conceal his 
tendencies. We have significant evidence of the 
espionage which was established over all suspected 
quarters, in the conversations and trifling details of 
conduct on the part of the abbot, which were reported 
to the Government. 

In the summer of 1554, orders came that the pope’s 
name should be rased out wherever it was mentioned 
in the Mass books. A malcontent, by name Robert 
Salford, deposed that ‘he was singing mass before the 
abbot at St. Thomas’s altar within the monastery, at 
which time he rased out with his knife the said name 
out of the canon.’ The abbot told him to ‘take a pen 
and strike or cross him out.’ The saucy monk said 
those were not the orders. They were to rase him 
out. ‘ Well, well,’ the abbot said, ‘it will come again 
one day.’ ‘Come again, will it?’ was the answer; 
‘If it do, then we will put him in again; but I trust 
I shall never see that day.’ The mild abbot could 
remonstrate, but could not any more command; and 
the proofs of his malignant inclinations were re- 
membered against him for the ear of Cromwell. 

In the general injunctions, too, he was directed to 
preach against the pope, and to expose his usurpation ; 
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but he could not bring himself to obey. He shrank 
from the pulpit; he preached but twice after the 
visitation, and then on other subjects, while in the 
prayer before the sermon he refused, as we find, to 
use the prescribed form. He only said, ‘ You shall 
pray for the spirituality, the temporality, and the souls 
that be in the pains of purgatory ; and did not name 
the king to be supreme head of the Church in neither 
of the said sermons, nor speak against the pretended 
authority of the Bishop of Rome.’ 

Again, when Paul the Third, shortly after his 
election, proposed to calla general council at Mantua, 
against which, by advice of Henry the Eighth, the 
Germans protested, we have a glimpse how eagerly 
anxious English eyes were watching for a turning 
tide. ‘Hear you,’ said the abbot one day, ‘of the 
Pope’s holiness and the congregation of bishops, ab- 
bots, and princes gathered to the council at Mantua? 
They be gathered for the reformation of the universal 
Church; and here now we have a book of the excuse 
of the Germans, by which we may know what heretics 
they be: for if they were Catholics and true men as 
they pretend to be, they would never have refused to 
come to a general council.’ 

So matters went with the abbot for some months 
after he had sworn obedience to the king. Lulling 
his conscience with such opiates as the casuists could 
provide for him, he watched anxiously for a change, 
and laboured with but little reserve to hold _ 
brethren to their old allegiance. 

In the summer of 1535, however, a change came 
over the scene, very different from the outward reac- 
tion for which he was looking, and a better mind woke 
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in the abbot: he learnt that in swearing what he did 
not mean with reservations and nice distinctions, he 
had lied to heaven and lied to man; that to save his 
miserable life he had perilled his soul. When the 
oath of supremacy was required of the nation, Sir 
Thomas More, Bishop Fisher, and the monks of the 
Charterhouse—mistaken, as we believe, in judgment, 
but true to their consciences, and disdaining evasion 
orsubterfuge—chose, with deliberate nobleness, rather 
to die than to perjure themselves. This is no place 
to enter on the great question of the justice or neces- 
sity of those executions; but the story of the so- 
called martyrdoms convulsed the Catholic world. The 
pope shook upon his throne; the shuttle of diplo- 
matic intrigue stood still; diplomatists who had lived 
so long in lies that the whole life of man seemed but a 
stage pageant, a thing of show and tinsel, stood aghast 
at the revelation of English sincerity, and a shudder of 
great awe ran through Kurope. The fury of party leaves 
little room for generous emotion, and no pity was felt 
for these men by the English Protestants. The Pro- 
testants knew well that if these same sufferers could 
have had their way, they would themselves have been 
sacrificed by hecatombs; and as they had never ex- 
perienced mercy, so they were in turn without mercy. 
But to the English Catholics, who believed as Fisher 
believed, but who had not dared to suffer as Fisher 
suffered, his death and the death of the rest acted as 
a glimpse ofthe Judgment Day. Their safety became 
their shame and terror; and in the radiant example 
before them of true faithfulness, they saw their own 
falsehood and their own disgrace. So it was with 
Father Forest, who had taught his penitents in 
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confession that they might perjure themselves, and 
who now sought a cruel death in voluntary expiation ; 
so it was with Whiting, the Abbot of Glastonbury ; 
so with others whose names should be more familiar 
to us than they are; and here in Woburn we are to 
see the feeble but genuine penitence of Abbot Hobbes. 
He was still unequal to immediate martyrdom, but he 
did what he knew might drag his death upon him if 
disclosed to the Government, and surrounded by spies 
he could have had no hope of concealment. 

‘At the time,’ deposed Robert Salford, ‘that the 
monks of the Charterhouse, with other traitors, did 
suffer death, the abbot did call us into the Chapter- 
house, and said these words :—‘“ Brethren, this is a 
perilous time ; such a scourge was never heard since 
Christ’s passion. Ye hear how good men suffer 
the death. Brethren, this is undoubted for our 
offences. Ye read, so long as the children of Israel 
kept the commandments of God, so long their 
enemies had no power over them, but God took ven- 
geance of their enemies. But when they broke God’s 
commandments, then they were subdued by their 
enemies, and so be we. Therefore let us be sorry for 
our offences. Undoubted He will take vengeance of 
our enemies; I mean those heretics that causeth so 
many good men to suffer thus. Alas, it is a piteous 
case that so much Christian blood should be shed. 
Therefore, good brethren, for the reverence of God, 
every one of you devoutly pray, and say this Psalm, 
“<< Qh God, the heathen are come into thine inheri- 
tance; thy holy temple have they defiled, and made 
Jerusalem a heap of stones. The dead bodies of thy 
servants have they given to be meat to the fowls of 
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the air, and the flesh of thy saints unto the beasts of 
the field. Their blood have they shed like water on 
every side of Jerusalem, and there was no man to 
bury them. We are become an open scorn unto our 
enemies, a very scorn and derision unto them that are 
round about us. Ob, remember not our old sins, 
but have mercy upon us, and that soon, for we are 
come to great misery. Help us, oh God of our gal- 
vation, for the glory of thy name. Oh, be merciful 
unto our sins for thy name’s sake. Wherefore do 
the heathen say, Where is nowtheir God?’ Ye shall 
say this Psalm,” repeated the abbot, “every Friday, 
after the litany, prostrate, when ye lie upon the high 
altar, and undoubtedly God will cease this extreme 
scourge.” And so,’ continues Salford, significantly, 
‘the convent did say this aforesaid Psalm until there 
were certain that did murmur at the saying of it, and 
so it was left.’ 

The abbot, it seems, either stood alone, or found 
but languid support; even his own familiar friends 
whom he trusted, those with whom he had walked in 
the house of God, had turned against him; the harsh 
air of the dawn of a new world choked him: what 
was there for him but to die? But his conscience still 
haunted him: while he lived he must fight on, and 
so, if possible, find pardon for his perjury. The 
blows in those years fell upon the Church thick and 
fast. In February 1536, the Bill passed for the dis- 
solution of the smaller monasteries; and now we 
find the sub-prior with the whole fraternity united 
in hostility, and the abbot without one friend remain- 
ing. 

‘He did again call us together,’ says the next 
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deposition, ‘and lamentably mourning for the dis- 
solving the said houses, he enjoined us to sing 
‘“‘ Salvator mundi, salva nos omnes,” every day after 
lauds; and we murmured at it, and were not content 
to sing it for such cause; and so we did omit it divers 
days, for which the abbot came unto the chapter, and 
did in manner rebuke us, and said we were bound to 
obey his commandment by our profession, and so did 
command us to sing it again with the versicle “ Let 
God arise, and let his enemies be scattered. Let 
them also that hate him flee before him.” Also he 
enjoined us at every mass that every priest did sing, 
to say the collect, “Oh God, who despisest not the 
sighing of a contrite heart.” And he said if we did 
this with good and true devotion, God would so 
handle the matter, that it should be to the comfort 
of all England, and so show us mercy as he showed 
unto the children of Israel. And surely, brethren, there 
will come to us a good man that will rectify these 
monasteries again that be now supprest, because “ God 
can of these stones raise up children to Abraham.” ’ 

‘Of the stones,’ perhaps, but less easily of the 
stony-hearted monks, who, with pitiless smiles, 
watched the abbot’s sorrow, which should soon bring 
him to his ruin. 

Time passed on, and as the world grew worse, so 
the abbot grew more lonely. Desolate and unsup- 
ported, he was still unable to make up his mind to 
the course which he knew to be right; but he slowly 
strengthened himself for the trial, and as Lent 
came on, the season brought with it a more special 
call to effort; he did not fail to recognise it. The 
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conduct of the fraternity sorely disturbed him. 
They preached against all which he most loved and 
valued, in language purposely coarse; and the 
mild sweetness of the rebukes which he adminis- 
tered, showed plainly on which side lay, in the 
abbey of Woburn, the larger portion of the spirit 
of Heaven. Now, when the passions of those times 
have died away, and we can look back with more 
indifferent eyes, how touching is the following scene. 
There was one Sir William, curate of Woburn Chapel, 
whose tongue, it seems, was rough beyond the rest. 
The abbot met him one day, and spoke to him. ‘Sir 
William,’ he said, ‘I hear tell ye be a great railer. I 
marvel that ye rail so. I pray you teach my cure 
the Scripture of God, and that may be to edification. 
I pray you leave such railing. Ye call the pope a 
bear and a bandog. Hither he is a good man or an 
ill. Domino suo stat aut cadit. The office of a 
bishop is honourable. What edifying is this to rail ? 
Let him alone.’ 7 

But they would not let him alone, nor would they 
let the abbot alone. He grew ‘ somewhat acrased,’ 
they said ; vexed with feelings of which they had no 
experience. He fell sick, sorrow and the Lent disci- 
pline weighing upon him. The brethren went to see 
him in his room; one Brother Dan Woburn came 
among the rest, and asked him how he did; the 
abbot answered, ‘I would that I had died with the 
good men that died for holding with the pope. My 
conscience, my conscience doth grudge me every 
day for it.’ Life was fast losing its value for him. 
What was life to him or any man when bought with 
a sin against his soul? ‘If the abbot be disposed to 
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die, for that matter,’ Brother Croxton observed, ‘he 
may die as soon as he will.’ 

All Lent he fasted and prayed, and his illness grew 
upon him; and at length in Passion week he thought 
all was over, and that he was going away. On Passion 
Sunday he called the brethren about him, and as they 
stood round his bed, with their cold, hard eyes, ‘he 
exhorted them all to charity;’ he implored them 
‘never to consent to go out of their monastery; and 
if it chanced them to be put from it, they should in 
no wise forsake their habit.’ After these words, | 
‘being in a great agony, he rose out of his bed, and 
cried out and said, “I would to God, it would please 
him to take me out of this wretched world; and 
I would I had died with the good men that have 
suffered death heretofore, for they were quickly out of 
their pain.”’* Then, half wandering, he began to 
mutter to himself aloud the thoughts which had been 
working in him in his struggles; and quoting St. 
Bernard’s words about the pope, he exclaimed, ‘Tu 
quis es primatu Abel, gubernatione Noah, auctori- 
tate Moses, judicatu Samuel, potestate Petrus, unc- 
tione Christus. Alize ecclesiz habent super se pas- 
tores. Tu pastor pastorum es.’ 

Let it be remembered that this is no sentimental 
fiction begotten out of the brain of some ingenious 
novelist, but the record of the true words and suffer- 
ings of a genuine child of Adam, labouring in a trial 
too hard for him. 

He prayed to die, and in good time death was to 
come to him; but not, after all, in the sick bed, with 

* Meaning, as he afterwards said, More and Fisher and the Car- 
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his expiation but half completed. A year before, 
he had thrown down the cross when it was offered 
him. He was to take it again—the very cross which 
he had refused. He recovered. He was brought 
before the council; with what result, there are no 
means of knowing. To admit the papal supremacy 
when officially questioned was high treason. Whether 
the abbot was constant, and received some conditional 
pardon, or whether his heart again for the moment 
failed him—whichever he did, he records are silent. 
This only we ascertain of him: that he was not put 
to death under the statute of supremacy. But, two 
years later, when the official list was presented to the 
Parliament of those who had suffered for their share 
in ‘the Pilgrimage of Grace,’ among the rest we find 
the name of Robert Hobbes, late Abbot of Woburn. 
To this solitary fact we can add nothing. The 
rebellion was put down, and in the punishment of 
the offenders there was unusual leniency; not more 
than thirty persons were executed, although forty 
thousand had been in arms. Those only were selected 
who had been most signally implicated. But they 
were all leaders in the movement; the men of highest 
rank, and therefore greatest guilt. They died for 
what they believed their duty; and the king and 
council did their duty in enforcing the laws against 
armed insurgents. He for whose cause each supposed 
themselves to be contending, has long since judged 
between them; and both parties perhaps now see all 
things with clearer eyes than was permitted to them 
on earth. 

We also can see more distinctly. We will not 
refuse the Abbot Hobbes a brief record of his 
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trial and passion. And although twelve generations 
of Russells—all loyal to the Protestant ascendancy 
—have swept Woburn clear of Catholic associations, 
they, too, in these later days, will not regret to see 
revived the authentic story of its last abbot. 
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ENGLAND'S FORGOTTEN WORTHIES.* 


1. The Observations of Sir Richard Hawkins, Knt., in his 
Voyage in the South Sea in 1593. Reprinted from the Edition ~ 
of 1622, and Edited by R. H. Major, Esq., of the British 
Museum. Published by the Hakluyt Society. 

2. The Discoverie of the Empire of Guiana. By Sir Walter 
Ralegh, Knt. Edited, with copious Explanatory Notes, and 
a Biographical Memoir, by Sir Robert H. Schomburgk, 
Phil. D., &c. 

3. Narratives of Early Voyages undertaken for the Disco- 
very of a Passage to Cathaia and India by the North-west; 
with Selections from the Records of the Worshipful Fellow- 
ship of the Merchants of London, trading into the East 
Indies, and from MSS. in the Library of the British Museum, 
now first published, by Thomas Rundall, Esq. 


TE Reformation, the Antipodes, the American Con- 
tinent, the Planetary system, and the infinite deep of 
the Heavens, have now become common and familiar 
facts to us. Globes and orreries are the playthings 
of our school-days; we inhale the spirit of Pro- 
testantism with our earliest breath of consciousness. 
It is all but impossible to throw back our imagination 
into the time when, as new grand discoveries, they 
stirred every mind which they touched with awe 
and wonder at the revelation which God had sent 
down among mankind. Vast spiritual and material 


* Westminster Review, 1853. 
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continents lay for the first time displayed, opening 
fields of thought and fields of enterprise of which none 
could conjecture the limit. Old routine was broken 
up. Men were thrown back on their own strength 
and their own power, unshackled, to accomplish what- 
ever they might dare. And although we do not speak 
of these discoveries as the cause of that enormous 
force of heart and intellect which accompanied them 
(for they were as much the effect as the cause, and 
one reacted on the other), yet at any rate they afforded 
scope and room for the play of powers which, without 
such scope, let them have been as transcendant as 
they would, must have passed away unproductive and 
blighted. 

An earnest faith in the supernatural, an intensely 
real conviction of the divine and devilish forces by 
which the universe was guided and misguided, was 
the inheritance of the Elizabethan age from Catholic 
Christianity. The fiercest and most lawless men did 
then really and truly believe in the actual personal 
presence of God or the devil in every accident, or 
scene, or action. They brought to the contemplation 
of the new heaven and the new earth an imagination 
saturated with the spiritual convictions of the old era, 
which were not lost, but only infinitely expanded. 
The planets, whose vastness they now learnt to 
recognise, were, therefore, only the more powerful 
for evil or for good; the tides were the breathing of 
Demogorgon ; and the idolatrous American tribes 
were real worshippers of the real devil, and were 
assisted with the full power of his evil army. 

It is a form of thought which, however in a vague 
and general way we may continue to use its phrase- 
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ology, has become, in its detailed application to life, 
utterly strange to us. We congratulate ourselves on 
the enlargement of our understanding when we read 
the decisions of grave law courts in cases of supposed 
witchcraft ; we smile complacently over Raleigh’s 
story of the island of the Amazons, and rejoice that 
we are not such as he—entangled in the cobwebs of 
effete and foolish superstition. Yet the true con- 
clusion is less flattering to our vanity. That Raleigh 
and Bacon could believe what they believed, and 
could be what they were notwithstanding, is to us a 
proof that the injury which such mistakes can 
inflict is unspeakably insignificant: and arising, as 
they arose, from a never-failing sense of the real 
awfulness and mystery of the world, and of the life 
of human souls upon it, they witness to the presence 
in such minds of a spirit, the loss of which not the 
most perfect acquaintance with every law by which 
the whole creation moves can compensate. We 
wonder at the grandeur, the moral majesty of some of 
Shakespeare’s characters, so far beyond what the 
noblest among ourselves can imitate, and at first 
thought we attribute it to the genius of the poet, 
who has outstripped nature in his creations. But we 
are misunderstanding the power and the meaning of 
poetry in attributing creativeness to it in any such 
sense. Shakespeare created, but only as the spirit of 
nature created around him, working in him as it 
worked abroad in those among whom he lived. The 
men whom he draws were such men as he saw and 
knew; the words they utter were such as he heard in 
the ordinary conversations in which he joined. At 
the Mermaid with Raleigh and with Sidney, and at a 
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thousand unnamed English firesides, he found the 
living originals for his Prince Hals, his Orlandos, his 
Antonios, his Portias, his Isabellas. The closer per- 
sonal acquaintance which we can form with the 
English of the age of Elizabeth, the more we are 
satisfied that Shakespeare’s great poetry is no more 
than the rhythmic echo of the life which it depicts. 

It was, therefore, with no little interest that we 
‘heard of the formation of a society which was to 
employ itself, as we understood, in republishing in 
accessible form some, if not all, of the invaluable 
records compiled or composed by Richard Hakluyt. 
Books, like everything else, have their appointed 
death-day; the souls of them, unless they be found 
worthy of a second birth in a new body, perish with 
the paper in which they lived; and the early folio 
Hakluyts, not from their own want of merit, but from 
our neglect of them, were expiring of old age. The 
five-volume quarto edition, published in 1811, so little 
people then cared for the exploits of their ancestors, 
consisted but of 270 copies. It was intended for 
no more than for curious antiquaries, or for the great 
libraries, where it could be consulted as a book of 
reference; and among a people, the greater part of 
whom had never heard Hakluyt’s name, the editors 
are scarcely to be blamed if it never so much as oc- 
curred to them that general readers would care to 
have the book within their reach. 

And yet those five volumes may be called the Prose 
Epic of the modern English nation. They contain 
the heroic tales of the exploits of the great men in 
whom the new era was inaugurated; not mythic, like 
the [liads and the Eddas, but plain broad narratives 
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of substantial facts, which rival legend in interest and 
grandeur. What the old epics were to the royally or 
nobly born, this modern epic is to the common people. 
We have no longer kings or princes for chief actors, 
to whom the heroism like the dominion of the world 
had in time past been confined. But, as it was in the 
days of the Apostles, when a few poor fishermen from 
an obscure lake in Palestine assumed, under the 
Divine mission, the spiritual authority over mankind, 
so, in the days of our own Elizabeth, the seamen from 
the banks of the Thames and the Avon, the Plym and 
the Dart, self-taught and self-directed, with no im- 
pulse but what was beating in their own royal hearts, 
went out across the unknown seas fighting, discover- 
ing, colonising, and graved out the channels, paving 
them at last with their bones, through which the 
commerce and enterprise of England has flowed out 
over all the world. We can conceive nothing, not the 
songs of Homer himself, which would be read among 
us with more enthusiastic interest than these plain 
massive tales; and a people’s edition of them in these 
days, when the writings of Ainsworth and Kugéne Sue 
circulate in tens of thousands, would perhaps be the 
most blessed antidote which could be bestowed upon 
us. The heroes themselves were the men of the people 
—the Joneses, the Smiths, the Davises, the Drakes ; 
and no courtly pen, with the one exception of Raleigh, 
lent its polish or its varnish to set them off. In most 
cases the captain himself, or his clerk or servant, or 
some unknown gentleman volunteer, sat down and 
chronicled the voyage which he had shared ; and thus 
inorganically arose a collection of writings which, 
with all their simplicity, are for nothing more striking 
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than for the high moral beauty, warmed with natural 
feeling, which displays itself through all their pages. 
With us, the sailor is scarcely himself beyond his 
quarter-deck. If he is distinguished in his profession, 
he is professional merely; or if he is more than that, 
he owes it not to his work as a sailor, but to inde- 
pendent domestic culture. With them, their profes- 
sion was the school of their nature, a high moraleduca- 
tion which most brought out what was most nobly 
human in them; and the wonders of earth, and air, 
and sea, and sky, were a real intelligible language in 
which they heard Almighty God speaking to them. 
That such hopes of what might be accomplished 
by the Hakluyt Society should in some measure be 
disappointed, is only what might naturally be antici- 
pated of all very sanguine expectation. Cheap 
editions are expensive editions to the publisher; and 
historical societies, from a necessity which appears to 
encumber all corporate English action, rarely fail to 
do their work expensively and infelicitously. Yet, 
after all allowances and deductions, we cannot recon- 
cule ourselves to the mortification of having found but 
one volume in the series to be even tolerably edited, 
and that one to be edited by a gentleman to whom 
England is but an adopted country—Sir Robert 
Schomburgk. Raleigh’s ‘Conquest of Guiana,’ 
with Sir Robert’s sketch of Raleigh’s history and 
character, form in everything but its cost a very 
model of an excellent volume. For the remaining 
editors,* we are obliged to say that they have exerted 
themselves successfully to paralyse whatever interest 
was reviving in Hakluyt, and to consign their own 


* This essay was written 15 years ago. 
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volumes to the same obscurity to which time and 
accident were consigning the earlier editions. Very 
little which was really noteworthy escaped the in- 
dustry of Hakluyt himself, and we looked to find 
reprints of the most remarkable of the stories which 
were to be found in his collection. The editors began 
unfortunately with proposing to continue the work 
where he had left it, and to produce narratives 
hitherto unpublished of other voyages of inferior 
interest, or not of English origin. Better thoughts 
appear to have occurred to them in the course of 
the work ; but their evil destiny overtook them before 
their thoughts could get themselves executed. We 
opened one volume with eagerness, bearing the title 
of ‘Voyages to the North-west,’ in hope of finding 
our old friends Davis and Frobisher. We found a 
vast unnecessary Editor’s Preface: and instead of the 
voyages themselves, which with their picturesqueness 
and moral beauty shine among the fairest jewels in 
the diamond mine of Hakluyt, we encountered an 
analysis and digest of their results, which Milton was 
called in to justify in an inappropriate quotation. It 
is much as if they had undertaken to edit ‘Bacon’s 
Essays,’ and had retailed what they conceived to 
be the substance of them in their own language ; 
strangely failing to see that the real value of the 
actions or the thoughts of remarkable men does not 
lie in the material result which can be gathered from 
them, but in the heart and soul of the actors or 
speakers themselves. Consider what Homer’s ‘ Odys- 
sey ’ would be, reduced into an analysis. 

The editor of the ‘ Letters of Columbus’ apologises 
for the rudeness of the old seaman’s phraseology. 
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Columbus, he tells us, was not so great a master 
of the pen as of the art of navigation. We are to 
make excuses for him. We are put on our guard, 
and warned not to be offended, before we are intro- 
duced to the sublime record of sufferings under which 
a man of the highest order was staggering towards 
the end of his earthly calamities; although the in- 
articulate fragments in which his thought breaks out 
from him, are strokes of natural art by the side of 
which literary pathos is poor and meaningless. 

And even in the subjects which they select they are 
pursued by the same curious fatality. Why is Drake 
to be best known, or to be only known, in his last 
voyage? Why pass over the success, and endeavour 
to immortalise the failure? When Drake climbed 
the tree in Panama, and saw both oceans, and vowed 
that he would sail a ship in the Pacific; when he 
crawled out upon the cliffs of Terra del Fuego, and 
leaned his head over the southernmost angle of the - 
world; when he scored a furrow round the globe 
with his keel, and received the homage of the bar- 
barians of the antipodes in the name of the Virgin 
Queen, he was another man from what he had 
become after twenty years of court life and intrigue, 
and Spanish fighting and gold-hunting. There is a 
tragic solemnity in his end, if we take it as the last act 
of his career; but it is his life, not his death, which 
we desire—not what he failed to do, but what he did. 

But every bad has a worse below it, and more 
offensive than all these is the editor of Hawkins’s ‘ Voy- 
age to the South Sea.’ The narrative is striking in 
itself; not one of the best, but very good; and, as it 
is republished complete, we can fortunately read it 
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through, carefully shutting off Captain Bethune’s 
notes with one hand, and we shall then find in it the 
same beauty which breathes in the tone of all the 
writings of the period. 

It is a record of misfortune, but of misfortune 
which did no dishonour to him who sunk under it; 
and there is a melancholy dignity in the style in 
which Hawkins tells his story, which seems to say, 
that though he had been defeated, and had never 
again an opportunity of winning back his lost laurels, 
he respects himself still for the heart with which he 
endured a shame which would have broken a smaller 
man. It would have required no large exertion of 
editorial self-denial to have abstained from marring 
the pages with puns of which ‘ Punch’ would be 
ashamed, and with the vulgar affectation of patronage 
with which the sea captain of the nineteenth century 
condescends to criticise and approve of his half- 
barbarous precursor. And what excuse can we find 
for such an offence as this which follows. The war 
of freedom of the Araucan Indians is the most gallant 
episode in the history of the New World. The 
Spaniards themselves were not behindhand in ac- 
knowledging the chivalry before which they quailed, 
and, after many years of ineffectual efforts, they gave 
up a conflict which they never afterwards resumed ; 
leaving the Araucans alone, of all the American races 
with which they came in contact, a liberty which 
they were unable to tear from them. It is a subject 
for an epic poem; and whatever admiration is due to 
the heroism of a brave people whom no inequality of 
strength could appal and no defeats could crush, 
these poor Indians have a right to demand of us. 
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The story of the war was well known in Europe; 
Hawkins, in coasting the western shores of South 
America, fell in with them, and the finest passage in 
his book is the relation of one of the incidents of the 
war :— 


An Indian captain was taken prisoner by the Spaniards, and 
for that he was of name, and known to have done his devoir 
against them, they cut off his hands, thereby intending to 
disenable him to fight any more against them. But he, re- 
turning home, desirous to revenge this injury, to maintain his 
liberty, with the reputation of his nation, and to help to 
banish the Spaniard, with his tongue intreated and incited 
them to persevere in their accustomed valour and reputation, 
abasing the enemy and advancing his nation; condemning 
their contraries of cowardliness, and confirming it by the 
cruelty used with him and other his companions in their 
mishaps; showing them his arms without hands, and naming 
his brethren whose half feet they had cut off, because they 
might be unable to sit on horseback; with force arguing that 
if they feared them not, they would not have used so great 
inhumanity—for fear produceth cruelty, the companion of 
cowardice. ‘Thus encouraged he them to fight for their lives, 
limbs, and liberty, choosing rather to die an honourable death 
fighting, than to live in servitude as fruitless members of the 
commonwealth. Thus using the office of a sergeant-major, 
and having loaden his two stumps with bundles of arrows, he 
succoured them who, in the succeeding battle had their store 
wasted ; and changing himself from place to place, animated 
and encouraged his countrymen with such comfortable per- 
suasions, as it is reported and credibly believed, that he did 
more good with his words and presence, without striking a 
stroke, than a great part of the army did with fighting to the 
utmost. 


_ It is an action which may take its place by the 
side of the myth of Mucius Scevola, or the real 
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exploit of that brother of the poet Auschylus, who, 
when the Persians were flying from Marathon, clung to 
a ship till both his hands were hewn away, and then 
seized it with his teeth, leaving his name as a portent 
even in the splendid calendar of Athenian heroes. 
Captain Bethune, without call or need, making his 
notes, merely, as he tells us, from the suggestions of 
his own mind as he revised the proof-sheets, informs 
us, at the bottom of the page, that ‘ it reminds him 
of the familiar hnes— 
For Widdrington I needs must wail, 
As one in doleful dumps ; 


For when his legs were smitten off, 
He fought upon his stumps.’ 


It must not avail him, that he has but quoted from 
the ballad of Chevy Chase. It is the most deformed 
stanza * of the modern deformed version which was 
composed in the eclipse of heart and taste, on the 
restoration of the Stuarts; and if such verses could 
then pass for serious poetry, they have ceased to 
sound in any ear as other than a burlesque; the as- 
sociations which they arouse are only absurd, and 
they could only have continued to ring in his memory 
through their ludicrous doggrel. 

When to these offences of the Society we add, that 


" * Here is the old stanza. Let whoever is disposed to think us too 
hard on Captain Bethune compare them :— 


‘For Wetharrington my harte was wo, 
That even he slayne sholde be; 
For when both his leggis were hewen in to, 
He knyled and fought on his knee.’ 


Even Percy, who, on the whole, thinks well of the modern ballad, gives 
up this stanza as hopeless. 
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in the long laboured appendices and introductions, 
which fill up valuable space, which increase the ex- 
pense of the edition, and into reading which many 
readers are, no doubt, betrayed, we have found 
nothing which assists the understanding of the 
stories which they are supposed to illustrate—when 
we have declared that we have found what is most 
uncommon passed without notice, and what is most 
trite and familiar encumbered with comment—we have 
unpacked our hearts of the bitterness which these 
volumes have aroused in us, and can now take our 
leave of them and go on with our more grateful subject. 

Elizabeth, whose despotism was as peremptory as 
that of the Plantagenets, and whose ideas of the 
English constitution were limited in the highest 
degree, was, notwithstanding, more beloved by her 
subjects than any sovereign before or since. It was 
because, substantially, she was the people’s sovereign; 
because it was given to her to conduct the outgrowth 
of the national life through its crisis of change, and 
the weight of her great mind and her great place 
were thrown on the people’s side. She was able to 
paralyse the dying efforts with which, if a Stuart had 
been on the throne, the representatives of an effete 
system might have made the struggle a deadly one ; 
and the history of England is not the history of 
France, because the resolution of one person held 
the Reformation firm till it had rooted itself in the 
heart of the nation, and could not be again over- 
thrown. The Catholic faith was no longer able to 
furnish standing ground on which the English or any 
other nation could live a manly and a godly life. 
Feudalism, as a social organisation, was not any more 
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a system under which their energies could have scope 
to move. Thenceforward, not the Catholic Church, 
but any man to whom God had given a heart to feel 
and a voice to speak, was to be the teacher to whom 
men were to listen; and great actions were not to 
remain the privilege of the families of the Norman 
nobles, but were to be laid within the reach of the 
poorest plebeian who had the stuff in him to perform 
them. Alone, of all the sovereigns in Europe, 
Elizabeth saw the change which had passed over the 
world. She saw it, and saw it in faith, and accepted 
it. The England of the Catholic Hierarchy and the 
‘Norman Baron, was to cast its shell and to become 
the England of free thought and commerce and 
manufacture, which was to plough the ocean with its 
navies, and sow its colonies over the globe; and the 
first appearance of these enormous forces and the 
light of the earliest achievements of the new era 
shines through the forty years of the reign of 
Elizabeth with a grandeur which, when once its his- 
tory is written, will be seen to be among the most 
sublime phenomena which the earth as yet has wit- 
nessed. The work was not of her creation; the heart 
of the whole English nation was stirred to its depths ; 
and Elizabeth’s place was to recognise, to love, to 
foster, and to guide. The Government originated 
nothing; at such a time it was neither necessary 
nor desirable that it should do so; but wherever 
expensive enterprises were on foot which promised 
ultimate good, and doubtful immediate profit, we 
never fail to find among the lists of contributors the 
Queen’s Majesty, Burghley, Leicester, Walsingham. 
Never chary of her presence, for Elizabeth could afford 
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to condescend, when ships were fitting for distant 
voyages in the river, the queen would go down in 
her barge and inspect. Frobisher, who was but a 
poor sailor adventurer, sees her wave her handker- 
chief to him from the Greenwich Palace windows, 
and he brings her home a narwhal’s horn for a 
present. She honoured her people, and her people 
loved her; and the result was that, with no cost to 
the Government, she saw them scattering the fleets 
of the Spaniards, planting America with colonies, 
and exploring the most distant seas. Hither for 
honour or for expectation of profit, or from that un- 
conscious necessity by which a great people, like a 
great man, will do what is right, and must do it at 
the right time, whoever had the means to furnish a 
ship, and whoever had the talent to command one, 
laid their abilities together and went out to pioneer, 
and to conquer, and take possession, in the name of 
the Queen of the Sea. There was no nation so re- 
mote but what some one or other was found ready to 
undertake an expedition there, in the hope of opening 
a trade; and, let them go where they would, they 
were sure of Elizabeth’s countenance. We find letters 
written by her, for the benefit of nameless adven- 
turers, to every potentate of whom she had ever 
heard—to the Emperors of China, Japan, and India, 
the Grand Duke of Russia, the Grand Turk, the 
Persian ‘ Sofee,’ and other unheard-of Asiatic and 
African princes; whatever was to be done in Eng- 
land, or by Englishmen, Elizabeth assisted when she 
could, and admired when she could not. The springs 
of great actions are always difficult to analyse—im- 
possible to analyse perfectly—possible to analyse 
12 
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only very proximately; and the force by which aman 
throws a good action out of himself is invisible and 
mystical, ike that which brings out the blossom and 
the fruit upon the tree. The motives which we find 
men urging for their enterprises seem often insuffi- 
cient to have prompted them to so large a daring. 
They did what they did from the great unrest in them 
which made them do it, and what it was may be best 
measured by the results in the present England and 
America. 

Nevertheless, there was enough in the state of the 
world, and in the position of England, to have fur- 
nished abundance of conscious motive, and to have 
stirred the drowsiest minister of routine. 

Among material occasions for exertion, the popu- 
lation began to outgrow the employment, and there 
was a necessity for plantations to serve as an outlet. 
Men who, under happier circumstances, might have 
led decent lives, and done good service, were now 
driven by want to desperate courses—‘ witness,’ as 
Richard Hakluyt says, ‘ twenty tall fellows hanged 
last Rochester assizes for small robberies ;’ and there 
is an admirable paper addressed to the Privy Council 
by Christopher Carlile, Walsingham’s son-in-law, 
pointing out the possible openings to be made in or 
through such plantations for home produce and ma- 
nufacture. 

Far below all such prudential economics and mer- 
cantile ambitions, however, lay a chivalrous enthusi- 
asm which in these dull days we can hardly, without 
an effort, realise. The hfe-and-death wrestle between 
the Reformation and the old religion had settled in 
the last quarter of the sixteenth century into a per- 
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manent struggle between England and Spain. France 
was disabled. All the help which Elizabeth could 
spare barely enabled the Netherlands to defend them- 
selves. Protestantism, if it conquered, must conquer 
on another field; and by the circumstances of the 
time the championship of the Reformed faith fell to 
the English sailors. The sword of Spain was forged 
in the gold-mines of Peru; the legions of Alva were 
only to be disarmed by intercepting the gold ships 
on their passage; and, inspired by an enthusiasm 
like that which four centuries before had precipitated 
the chivalry of Europe upon the Hast, the same spirit 
which in its present degeneracy covers our bays and 
rivers with pleasure yachts, then fitted out armed 
privateers, to sweep the Atlantic, and plunder and 
destroy Spanish ships wherever they could meet them. 

Thus, from a combination of causes, the whole force 
and energy of the age was directed towards the sea. 
The wide excitement, and the greatness of the in- 
terests at stake, raised even common men above 
themselves ; and people who in ordinary times would 
have been no more than mere seamen, or mere 
money-making merchants, appear before us with a 
largeness and greatness of heart and mind in which 
their duties to God and their country are alike clearly 
and broadly seen and felt to be paramount to every 
other. 

Ordinary English traders we find fighting Spanish 
war ships in behalf of the Protestant faith. The 
cruisers of the Spanish Main were full of generous 
eagerness for the conversion of the savage nations to 
Christianity. And what is even more surprising, 
sites for colonisation were examined and scrutinised 
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by such men in a lofty statesmanlike spirit, and a 
ready insight was displayed by them into the indirect 
effects of a wisely-extended commerce on every 
highest human interest. 

Again, in the conflict with the Spaniards, there was 
a further feeling, a feeling of genuine chivalry, which 
was spurring on the English, and one which must be 
well understood and well remembered, if men like 
Drake, and Hawkins, and Raleigh are to be tolerably 
understood. One of the English Reviews, a short 
time ago, was much amused with a story of Drake 
having excommunicated a petty officer as a punish- 
ment for some moral offence ; the reviewer not being 
able to see in Drake, as a man, anything more than 
a highly brave and successful buccaneer, whose pre- 
tences to religion might rank with the devotion of 
an Italian bandit to the Madonna. And so Hawkins, 
and even Raleigh, are regarded by superficial persons, 
who see only such outward circumstances of their 
history as correspond with their own impressions. 
The high nature of these men, and the high objects 
which they pursued, will only rise out and become 
visible to us as we can throw ourselves back into 
their times and teach our hearts to feel as they felt. 
We do not find in the language of the voyagers 
themselves, or of those who lent them their help at 
home, any of that weak watery talk of ‘ protection 
of aborigines,’ which, as soon as it 1s translated into 
fact, becomes the most active policy for their destruc- 
tion, soul and body. But the stories of the dealings 
of the Spaniards with the conquered Indians, which 
were widely known in England, seem to have affected 
all classes of people, not with pious passive horror, 
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but with a genuine human indignation. A thou- 
sand anecdotes in detail we find scattered up and 
down the pages of Hakluyt, who, with a view to 
make them known, translated Peter Martyr’s letters ; 
and each commonest sailor-boy who had heard these 
stories from his childhood among the tales of his 
father’s fireside, had longed to be a man, that he 
might go out and become the avenger of a gallant 
and suffering people. A high mission, undertaken 
with a generous heart, seldom fails to make those 
worthy of it to whom it is given; and it was a point 
of honour, if of nothing more, among the English 
sailors, to do no discredit by their conduct to the 
greatness of their cause. The high courtesy, the 
chivalry of the Spanish nobles, so conspicuous in 
their dealings with their European rivals, either 
failed to touch them in their dealings with uncul- 
tivated idolators, or the high temper of the aristocracy 
was unable to restrain or to influence the masses of 
the soldiers. It would be as ungenerous as it would 
be untrue, to charge upon their religion the grievous 
actions of men who called themselves the armed mis- 
sionaries of Catholicism, when the Catholic priests 
and bishops were the loudest in the indignation with 
which they denounced them. But we are obliged to 
charge upon it that slow and subtle influence so in- 
evitably exercised by any religion which is divorced 
from life, and converted into a thing of form, or 
creed, or ceremony, or system—which could permit 
the same men to be extravagant in a sincere devgtion 
to the Queen of Heaven, whose entire lower nature, 
unsubdued and unaffected, was given up to thirst of 
gold, and plunder, and sensuality. If religion does 
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not make men more humane than they would be 
without it, it makes them fatally less so; and it is 
to be feared that the spirit of the Pilgrim Fathers, 
which had oscillated to the other extreme, and had 
again crystallised into a formal antinomian fanaticism, 
reproduced the same fatal results as those in which 
the Spaniards had set them their unworthy pre- 
cedent. But the Elizabethan navigators, full for the 
most part with large kindness, wisdom, gentleness, 
and beauty, bear names untainted, as far as we know, 
with a single crime against the savages of America; 
and the name of England was as famous in the 
Indian seas as that of Spain was infamous. On the 
banks of the Oronoko there was remembered for a 
hundred years the noble captain who had come there 
from the great queen beyond the seas; and Raleigh 
speaks the language of the heart of his country, 
when he urges the English statesmen to colonise 
Guiana, and exults in the glorious hope of driving 
the white marauder into the Pacific, and restoring 
the Incas to the throne of Peru. 

Who will not be persuaded (he says) that now at length 
the great Judge of the world hath heard the sighs, groans, and 
lamentations, hath seen the tears and blood of so many mil- 
lions of innocent men, women, and children, afflicted, robbed, 
reviled, branded with hot irons, roasted, dismembered, man- 
gled, stabbed, whipped, racked, scalded with hot oil, put to 
the strapado, ripped alive, beheaded in sport, drowned, dashed 
against the rocks, famished, devoured by mastiffs, burned, 
and by infinite cruelties consumed, and purposeth to scourge 
and plague that cursed nation, and to take the yoke of ser- 


vitude from that distressed people, as free by nature as any 
Christian ? 


Poor Raleigh! if peace and comfort in this world 
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were of much importance to him, it was in an ill day 
that he provoked the revenge of Spain. The strength 
of England was needed at the moment at its own 
door; the Armada came, and there was no means of 
executing such an enterprise. And afterwards the 
throne of Elizabeth was filled by a Stuart, and 
Guiana was to be no scene of glory for Raleigh ; 
rather, as later historians are pleased to think, it was 
the grave of his reputation. 

But the hope burned clear in him through all the 
weary years of unjust imprisonment; and when he 
was a grey-headed old man, the base son of a bad 
mother used it to betray him. The success of his 
last enterprise was made the condition under which 
he was to be pardoned for a crime which he had not 
committed ; and its success depended, as he knew, 
on its being kept secret from the Spaniards. James 
required of Raleigh on his allegiance a detail of what 
he proposed, giving him at the same time his word 
as a king that the secret should be safe with him. 
The next day it was sweeping out of the port of 
London in the swiftest of the Spanish ships, with 
private orders to the Governor of St. Thomas to 
provoke a collision when Raleigh should arrive there, 
which should afterwards cost him his heart’s blood. 

We modern readers may run rapidly over the 
series of epithets under which Raleigh has catalogued 
the Indian sufferings, hoping that they are exag- 
gerated, seeing that they are horrible, and closing 
our eyes against them with swiftest haste; but it 
was not so when every epithet suggested a hundred 
familiar facts; and some of these (not resting on 
English prejudice, but on sad Spanish evidence, 
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which is too full of shame and sorrow to be sus- 
pected) shall be given in this place, however old a 
story it may be thought; because, as we said above, 
it is impossible to understand the actions of these 
men, unless we are familiar with the feelings of 
which their hearts were full. 

The massacres under Cortez and Pizarro, terrible 
as they were, were not the occasion which stirred the 
deepest indignation. They had the excuse of what 
might be called, for want of a better word, necessity, 
and of the desperate position of small bands of men 
in the midst of enemies who might be counted by 
millions. And in De Soto, when he burnt his guides 
in Florida (it was his practice, when there was danger 
of treachery, that those who were left alive might 
take warning); or in Vasco Nunnez, praying to the 
Virgin on the mountains of Darien, and going down 
from off them into the valleys to hunt the Indian 
caciques, and fling them alive to his bloodhounds ; 
there was, at least, with all this fierceness and 
cruelty, a desperate courage which we cannot refuse 
to admire, and which mingles with and corrects our 
horror. It is the refinement of the Spaniard’s 
cruelty in the settled and conquered provinces, ex- 
cused by no danger and provoked by no resistance, 
the details of which witness to the infernal coolness 
with which it was perpetrated; and the great bear- 
ing of the Indians themselves under an oppression 
which they despaired of resisting, raises the whole 
history to the rank of a world-wide tragedy, in 
which the nobler but weaker nature was crushed 
under a malignant force which was stronger and yet 
meaner than itself. Gold hunting and lust were the 
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two passions for which the Spaniards cared; and the 
fate of the Indian women was only more dreadful 
than that of the men, who were ganged and chained 
to a labour in the mines which was only to cease 
with their lives, in a land where but a little before 
they had lived a free contented people, more inno- 
cent of crime than perhaps any people upon earth. 
If we can conceive what our own feelings would be— 
if, in the ‘ development of the mammalia,’ some baser 
but more powerful race than man were to appear 
upon this planet, and we and our wives and children 
at our own happy firesides were degraded from our 
freedom, and became to them what the lower 
animals are to us, we can perhaps realise the feel- 
ings of the enslaved nations of Hispaniola. 

As a harsh justification of slavery, it is sometimes 
urged that men who do not deserve to be slaves will 
prefer death to the endurance of it; and that if they 
prize their liberty, it is always in their power to 
assert it in the old Roman fashion. ‘Tried even by 
so hard a rule, the Indians vindicated their right ; 
and, before the close of the sixteenth century, the 
entire group of the Western Islands in the hands of 
the Spaniards, containing, when Columbus discovered 
them, many millions of inhabitants, were left lite- 
rally desolate from suicide. Of the anecdotes of this 
terrible self-immolation, as they were then known in 
England, here are a few out of many. 

The first is simple, and a specimen of the ordinary 
method. A Yucatan cacique, who was forced with 
his old subjects to labour in the mines, at last ‘ call- 
ing those miners into an house, to the number of 
ninety-five, he thus debateth with them : ’— 
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‘My worthy companions and friends, why desire we to live 
any longer under so cruel a servitude? Let us now go unto 
the perpetual seat of our ancestors, for we shall there have 
rest from these intolerable cares and grievances which we 
endure under the subjection of the unthankful. Go ye before, 
I will presently follow you.’ Having so spoken, he held out 
whole handfuls of those leaves which take away life, prepared 
for the purpose, and giving every one part thereof, being 
kindled to suck up the fume; who obeyed his command, the 
king and his chief kinsmen reserving the last place for them- 
selves. 


We speak of the crime of suicide, but few persons 
will see a crime in this sad and stately leave-taking 
of a life which it was no longer possible to bear with 
unbroken hearts. We do not envy the Indian, who, 
with Spaniards before him as an evidence of the 
fruits which their creed brought forth, deliberately 
exchanged for it the old religion of his country, 
which could sustain him in an action of such melan- 
choly grandeur. But the Indians did not always 
reply to their oppressors with escaping passively 
beyond their hands. Here is a story with matter in 
it for as rich a tragedy as Gidipus or Agamemnon ; 
and in its stern and tremendous features, more 
nearly resembling them than any which were con- 
ceived even by Shakespeare. 

An officer named Orlando had taken the daughter 
of a Cuban cacique to be his mistress. She was 
with child by him, but, suspecting her of being 
engaged in some other intrigue, he had her fastened 
to two wooden spits, not intending to kill her, but to 
terrify her; and setting’ her before the fire, he 
ordered that she should be turned by the servants of 
the kitchen. 
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The maiden, stricken with fear through the cruelty thereof, 
and strange kind of torment, presently gave up the ghost. 
The cacique her father, understanding the matter, took thirty 
of his men and went to the house of the captain, who was then 
absent, and slew his wife, whom he had married after that 
wicked act committed, and the women who were companions 
of the wife, and her servants every one. Then shutting the 
door of the house, and putting fire under it, he burnt himself 
and all his companions that assisted him, together with the 
captain’s dead family and goods. 


This is no fiction or poet’s romance. It is a tale 
of wrath and revenge, which in sober dreadful truth 
enacted itself upon this earth, and remains among 
the eternal records of the doings of mankind upon 
it. As some relief to its most terrible features, we 
follow it with a story which has a touch in it of 
diabolical humour. 

The slave-owners finding their slaves escaping thus 
unprosperously out of their grasp, set themselves to 
find a remedy for so desperate a disease, and were 
swift to avail themselves of any weakness, mental or 
bodily, through which to retain them in life. One 
of these proprietors being informed that a number of 
his people intended to kill themselves on a certain 
day, at a particular spot, and knowing by experience 
that they were too likely to do it, presented himself 
there at the time which had been fixed upon, and 
telling the Indians when they arrived that he knew 
their intention, and that it was vain for them to 
attempt to keep anything a secret from him, he ended 
with saying, that he had come there to kill himself 
with them; that as he had used them ill in thig 
world, he might use them worse in the next; ‘ with 
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which he did dissuade them presently from their 
purpose.’ With what efficacy such believers in the 
immortality of the soul were likely to recommend 
either their faith or their God; rather, how terribly 
all the devotion and all the earnestness with which 
the poor priests who followed in the wake of the 
conquerors laboured to recommend it were shamed 
and paralysed, they themselves too bitterly lament. 
It was idle to send out governor after governor 
with orders to stay such practices. They had but 
to arrive on the scene to become infected with the 
same fever; or if any remnant of Castilian honour, 
or any faintest echoes of the faith which they pro- 
fessed, still flickered in a few of the best and noblest, 
they could but look on with folded hands in inef- 
fectual mourning; they could do nothing without 
soldiers, and the soldiers were the worst offenders. 
Hispaniola became a desert; the gold was in the 
mines, and there were no slaves left remaining to 
extract it. One means which the Spaniards dared 
to employ to supply the vacancy, brought about 
an incident which in its piteous pathos exceeds any 
story we have ever heard. Crimes and criminals 
are swept away by time, nature finds an antidote for 
their poison, and they and their ill consequences 
alike are blotted out and perish. If we do not for- 
give the villain, at least we cease to hate him, as 
it grows more clear to us that he injures none 
so deeply as himself. But the @npiwdns xaxia, the 
enormous wickedness by which humanity itself has 
been outraged and disgraced, we cannot forgive ; we 
cannot cease to hate that; the years roll away, but 
the tints of it remain on the pages of history, deep 
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and horrible as the day on which they were entered 
there. 


When the Spaniards understood the simple opinion of the 
Yucatan islanders concerning the souls of their departed, 
which, after their sins purged in the cold northern mountains 
should pass into the south, to the intent that, leaving their 
own country of their own accord, they might suffer them- 
selves to be brought to Hispaniola, they did persuade those 
poor wretches, that they came from those places where they 
should see their parents and children, and all their kindred 
and friends that were dead, and should enjoy all kinds of 
delights with the embracements and fruition of all beloved 
beings. And they, being infected and possessed with these 
crafty and subtle imaginations, singing and rejoicing left their 
country, and followed vain and idle hope. But when they 
saw that they were deceived, and neither met their parents 
nor any that they desired, but were compelled to undergo 
grievous sovereignty and command, and to endure cruel and 
extreme labour, they either slew themselves, or, choosing to 
famish, gave up their fair spirits, being persuaded by no 
reason or violence to take food. So these miserable Yucatans 
came to their end. 


‘It was once more as it was in the days of the 
Apostles. The New World was first offered to the 
holders of the old traditions. They were the hus- 
bandmen first chosen for the new vineyard, and blood 
and desolation were the only fruits which they reared 
uponit. In their hands it was becoming a kingdom, 
not of God, but of the devil, and a sentence of blight 
went out against them and against their works. How 
fatally it has worked, let modern Spain and Spanish 
America bear witness. We need not follow further 
the history of their dealings with the Indians. For 
their colonies, a fatality appears to have followed all 
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attempts at Catholic colonisation. Like shoots from 
an old decaying tree which no skill and no care can 
rear, they were planted, and for a while they might 
seem to grow; but their life was never more than a 
lingering death, a failure, which to a thinking person 
would outweigh in the arguments against Catholicism 
whole libraries of faultless catenas, and a consensus 
patrum unbroken through fifteen centuries for the 
supremacy of St. Peter. 

There is no occasion to look for superstitious causes 
to explain the phenomenon. The Catholic faith had 
ceased to be the faith of the large mass of earnest 
thinking capable persons; and to those who can best 
do the work, all work in this world sooner or later is 
committed. Americawas the natural home for Protest- 
ants; persecuted at home, they sought a place where 
they might worship God in their own way, without 
danger of stake or gibbet, and the French Hugue- 
nots, as afterwards the English Puritans, early found 
their way there. The fate of a party of Coligny’s 
people, who had gone out as settlers, shall be the last 
of these stories, illustrating, as it does in the highest 
degree, the wrath and fury with which the passions 
on both sides were boiling. A certain John Ribault, 
with about 400 companions, had emigrated to 
Florida. They were quiet inoffensive people, and 
lived in peace there several years, cultivating the 
sou, building villages, and on the best possible terms 
with the natives. Spain was at the time at peace 
with France; we are, therefore, to suppose that it 
was in pursuance of the great crusade, in which they 
might feel secure of the secret, if not the confessed, 
sympathy of the Guises, that a powerful Spanish 
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fleet bore down upon this settlement. The French 
made no resistance, and they were seized and flayed 
alive, and their bodies hung out upon the trees, with 
an inscription suspended over them, ‘ Not as French- 
men, but as heretics.’ At Paris all was sweetness 
and silence. The settlement was tranquilly sur- 
rendered to the same men who had made it the 
scene of their atrocity ; and two years later, 500 of 
the very Spaniards who had been most active in the 
murder were living there in peaceable possession, in 
two forts which their relation with the natives had 
obliged them to build. It was well that there were 
other Frenchmen living, of whose consciences the 
Court had not the keeping, and who were able on 
emergencies to do what was right without consulting 
it. A certain privateer, named Dominique de 
Gourges, secretly armed and equipped a vessel at 
Rochelle, and, stealing across the Atlantic and in 
two days collecting a strong party of Indians, he 
came down suddenly upon the forts, and, taking them 
by storm, slew or afterwards hanged every man he 
found there, leaving their bodies on the trees on 
which they had hanged the Huguenots, with their 
Own inscription reversed against them—‘ Not as 
Spaniards, but as murderers.’ For which exploit, 
well deserving of all honest men’s praise, Dominique 
de Gourges had to fly his country for his life; and, 
coming to England, was received with honourable 
welcome by Elizabeth. 

It was at such a time, and to take their part 
amidst such scenes as these, that the English navi- 
gators appeared along the shores of South America, 
as the armed soldiers of the Reformation, and as the 
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avengers of humanity. As their enterprise was 
grand and lofty, so for the most part was the manner 
in which they bore themselves worthy of it. They 
were no nation of saints, in the modern sentimental 
sense of that word; they were prompt, stern men— 
more ready ever to strike an enemy than to parley 
with him; and, private adventurers as they all were, 
it was natural enough that private rapacity and 
private badness should be found among them as 
among other mortals. Every Englishman who had 
the means was at liberty to fit out a ship or ships, 
and if he could produce tolerable vouchers for him- 
self, received at once a commission from the Court. 
The battles of England were fought by her children, 
at their own risk and cost, and they were at liberty 
to repay themselves the expense of their expeditions 
by plundering at the cost of the national enemy. 
Thus, of course, in a mixed world, there were found 
mixed marauding crews of scoundrels, who played 
the game which a century later was played with such 
effect by the pirates of the Tortugas. Negro hunters 
too, there were, and a bad black slave trade—in which 
Elizabeth herself, being hard driven for money, did 
not disdain to invest her capital—but on the whole, 
and in the war with the Spaniards, as in the war 
with the elements, the conduct and character of the 
English sailors, considering what they were and 
the work which they were sent to do, present us all 
through that age with such a picture of gallantry, 
disinterestedness, and high heroic energy, as has 
never been overmatched; the more remarkable, as it 
was the fruit of no drill or discipline, no tradition, 
no system, no organised training, but was the free 
native growth of a noble virgin soil. 
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Before starting on an expedition, it was usual for 
the crew and the officers to meet and arrange among 
themselves a series of articles of conduct, to which 
they bound themselves by a formal agreement, the 
entire body itself undertaking to see to their observ- 
ance. It is quite possible that strong religious 
profession, and even sincere profession, might be 
accompanied, as it was in the Spaniards, with every- 
thing most detestable. It is not sufficient of itself to 
prove that their actions would correspond with it, 
but it is one among a number of evidences; and 
coming as most of these men come before us, with 
hands clear of any blood but of fair and open enemies, 
their articles may pass at least as indications of what 
they were. | 

Here we have a few instances :— 

Richard Hawkins’s ship’s company was, as he him- 
self informs us, an unusually loose one. Nevertheless, 
we find them ‘ gathered together every morning and 
evening to serve God;’ and a fire on board, which 
only Hawkins’s presence of mind prevented from 
destroying ship and crew together, was made use of 
by the men as an occasion to banish swearing out of 
the ship. 


With a general consent of all our company, it was ordained 
that there should be a palmer or ferula which should be in 
the keeping of him who was taken with an oath; and that he 
who had the palmer should give to every one that he took 
swearing, a palmada with it and the ferula; and whosoever 
at the time of evening or morning prayer was found to have 
the palmer, should have three blows given him by the captain 
or the master; and that he should still be bound to free 
himself by taking another, or else to run in danger of con- 
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tinuing the penalty, which, being executed a few days, reformed 
the vice, so that in three days together was not one oath heard 
to be sworn. 


The regulations for Luke Fox’s voyage commence 
thus :— 

For as much as the good success and prosperity of every 
action doth consist in the due service and glorifying of God, 
knowing that not only our being and preservation, but the 
prosperity of all our actions and enterprises do immediately 
depend on His Almighty goodness and mercy; it is pro- 
vided— 

First, that all the company, as well officers as others, shall 
duly repair every day twice at the call of the bell to hear 
public prayers to be read, such as are authorised by the 
church, and that in a godly and devout manner, as good 
Christians ought. 

Secondly, that no man shall swear by the name of God, or 
use any profane oath, or blaspheme His holy name. 


To symptoms such as these, we cannot but assign 
a very different value when they are the spontaneous 
growth of common minds, unstimulated by sense of 
propriety or rules of the service, or other official 
influence lay or ecclesiastic, from what attaches to 
the somewhat similar ceremonials in which, among 
persons whose position is conspicuous, important en- 
terprises are now and then inaugurated. 

We have said as much as we intend to say of the 
treatment by the Spaniards of the Indian women. 
Sir Walter Raleigh is commonly represented by his- 
torians as rather defective, if he was remarkable at 
all, on the moral side of his character. Yet Raleigh 
can declare proudly, that all the time he was on the 
Oronoko, ‘neither by force nor other means had any 
of his men intercourse with any woman there ;’ and 
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the narrator of the incidents of Raleigh’s last voyage 
acquaints his correspondent ‘ with some particulars — 
touching the government of the fleet, which, although 
other men in their voyages doubtless in some measure 
observed, yet in all the great volumes which have 
been written touching voyages, there is no precedent 
of so godly severe and martial government, which 
not only in itself is laudable and worthy of imitation, 
but is also fit to be written and engraven on every 
man’s soul that coveteth to do honour to his country.’ 

Once more, the modern theory of Drake is, as we 
said above, that he was a gentleman-like pirate on a 
large scale, who is indebted for the place which he 
fills in history to the indistinct ideas of right and 
wrong prevailing in the unenlightened age in which 
he lived, and who therefore demands all the toleration 
of our own enlarged humanity to allow him to remain 
there. Let us see how the following incident can be 
made to coincide with this hypothesis :— 

A few days after clearing the Channel on his first 
great voyage, he fell in with a small Spanish ship, 
which he took for a prize. He committed the care 
of it to a certain Mr. Doughtie, a person much 
trusted by, and personally very dear to him, and this 
second vessel was to follow him as a tender. 

In dangerous expeditions into unknown seas, a 
second smaller ship was often indispensable to suc- 
cess; but many finely-intended enterprises were 
ruined by the cowardice of the officers to whom such 
ships were entrusted ; who shrank as danger thick- 
ened, and again and again took advantage of dark- 
ness or heavy weather to make sail for England and 
forsake their commander. Hawkins twice suffered 
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in this way; so did Sir Humfrey Gilbert; and, 
although Drake’s own kind feeling for his old friend 
has prevented him from leaving an exact account of 
his offence, we gather from the scattered hints which 
are let fall, that he, too, was meditating a similar 
piece of treason. However, it may or may not have 
been thus. But when at Port St. Julien, ‘our 
General,’ says one of the crew,— 


Began to inquire diligently of the actions of Mr. Thomas 
Doughtie, and found them not to be such as he looked for, 
but tending rather to contention or mutiny, or some other 
disorder, whereby, without redresse, the success of the voyage 
might greatly have been hazarded. Whereupon the company 
was called together and made acquainted with the particulars 
of the cause, which were found, partly by Mr. Doughtie’s own 
confession, and partly by the evidence of the fact, to be true, 
which, when our General saw, although his private affection 
to Mr. Doughtie (as he then, in the presence of us all, sacredly 
protested) was great, yet the care which he had of the state of 
the voyage, of the expectation of Her Majesty, and of the 
honour of his country, did more touch him, as indeed it 
ought, than the private respect of one man; so that the cause 
being throughly heard, and all things done in good order as 
near as might be to the course of our law in England, it was 
concluded that Mr. Doughtie should receive punishment ac- 
cording to the quality of the offence. And he, seeing no 
remedy but patience for himself, desired before his death to 
receive the communion, which he did at the hands of Mr. 
Fletcher, our minister, and our General himself accompanied 
him in that holy action, which, being done, and the place of 
execution made ready, he, having embraced our General, and 
taken leave of all the company, with prayers for the Queen's 
Majesty and our realm, in quiet sort laid his head to the 
block, where he ended his life. This being done, our General 
made divers speeches to the whole company, persuading us to 
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unity, obedience, love, and regard of our voyage, and for the 
better confirmation thereof, willed every man the next Sunday 
following to prepare himself to receive the communion, as 
Christian brethren and friends ought to do, which was done 
in very reverent sort, and so with good contentment every 
man went about his business. 


The simple majesty of this anecdote can gain no- 
thing from any comment which we might offer upon 
it. The crew of a common English ship organising, 
of their own free motion, on that wild shore, a judg- 
ment hall more grand and awful than any most ela- 
borate law court, is not to be reconciled with the 
pirate theory. Drake, it is true, appropriated and 
brought home a million and a half of Spanish 
treasure, while England and Spain were at peace. 
He took that treasure because for many years the 
officers of the Inquisition had made free at their 
pleasure with the lives and goods of English mer- 
chants and seamen. The king of Spain, when appealed 
to, had replied that he had no power over the Holy 
House; and it was necessary to make the king of 
Spain, or the Inquisition, or whoever were the parties 
responsible, feel that they could not play their pious 
pranks with impunity. When Drake seized the 
bullion at Panama, he sent word to the viceroy that 
he should now learn to respect the properties of 
English subjects; and he added, that if four English 
sailors, who were prisoners in Mexico, were molested, 
he would execute 2,000 Spaniards and send the 
viceroy their heads. Spain and England were at 
peace, but Popery and Protestantism were at war— 
deep, deadly, and irreconcileable. 

Wherever we find them, they are still the same. In 
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the courts of Japan or of China; fighting Spaniards 
in the Pacific, or prisoners among the Algerines ; 
founding colonies which by-and-by were to grow into 
enormous Transatlantic republics, or exploring in 
crazy pinnaces the fierce latitudes of the Polar seas, 
—they are the same indomitable God-fearing men 
whose life was one great liturgy. ‘The ice was 
strong, but God was stronger,’ says one of Frobisher’s 
men, after grinding a night and a day among the 
icebergs, not waiting for God to come down and split 
the ice for them, but toiling through the long hours, 
himself and the rest fending off the vessel with 
poles and planks, with death glaring at them out of 
the rocks. Icebergs were strong, Spaniards were 
strong, and storms, and corsairs, and rocks, and 
reefs, which no chart had then noted—they were 
all strong; but God was stronger, and that was all 
which they cared to know. 

Out of the vast number of illustrations it is difficult 
to make wise selections, but the attention floats loosely 
over generalities, and only individual instances can 
seize it and hold it fast. We shall attempt to bring 
our readers face to face with some of these men ; not, 
of course, to write their biographies, but to sketch 
the details of a few scenes, in the hope that they 
may tempt those under whose eyes they may fall to 
look for themselves to complete the perfect figure. 

Some two miles above the port of Dartmouth, once 
among the most important harbours in England, on 
a projecting angle of land which runs out into the 
river at the head of one of its most beautiful reaches, 
there has stood for some centuries the Manor House 
of Greenaway. ‘The water runs deep all the way to 
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it from the sea, and the largest vessels may ride with . 
safety within a stone’s throw of the windows. In 
the latter half of the sixteenth century there must have 
met, in the hall of this mansion, a party as remark- 
able as could have been found anywhere in England. 
Humfrey and Adrian Gilbert, with their half-brother, 
Walter Raleigh, here, when little boys, played at 
sailors in the reaches of Long Stream; in the sum- 
mer evenings doubtless rowing down with the tide 
to the port, and wondering at the quaint figure-heads 
and carved prows of the ships which thronged it; or 
climbing on board, and listening, with hearts beating, 
to the mariners’ tales of the new earth beyond the 
sunset. And here in later life, matured men, whose 
boyish dreams had become heroic action, they used 
again to meet in the intervals of quiet, and the rock 
is shown underneath the house where Raleigh smoked 
the first tobacco. Another remarkable man, of whom 
we shall presently speak more closely, could not fail 
to have made a fourth at these meetings. A sailor 
boy of Sandwich, the adjoining parish, John Davis, 
showed early a genius which could not have escaped 
the eye of such neighbours, and in the atmosphere of 
Greenaway he learned to be as noble as the Gilberts, 
and as tender and delicate as Raleigh. Of this party, 
for the present we confine ourselves to the host and 
owner, Humfrey Gilbert, knighted afterwards by 
Elizabeth. Led by the scenes of his childhood to the 
sea and to sea adventures, and afterwards, as his 
mind unfolded, to study his profession scientifically, 
we find him as soon as he was old enough to think 
for himself, or make others listen to him, ‘ amending 
the great errors of naval sea cards, whose common 
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fault is to make the degree of longitude in every lati- 
tude of one common bigness; ’ inventing instruments 
for taking observations, studying the form of the 
earth, and convincing himself that there was a north- 
west passage, and studying the necessities of his 
country, and discovering the remedies for them in 
colonisation and extended markets for home manu- 
factures. Gilbert was examined before the Queen’s 
Majesty and the Privy Council, and the record of his 
examination he has himself left to us in a paper 
which he afterwards drew up, and strange enough 
reading itis. The most admirable conclusions stand 
side by side with the wildest conjectures. 

Homer and Aristotle are pressed into service to 
prove that the ocean runs round the three old conti- - 
nents, and that America therefore is necessarily an 
island. The Gulf Stream, which he had carefully 
observed, eked out by a theory of the primum mobile, 
is made to demonstrate a channel to the north, cor- 
responding to Magellan’s Straits in the south, Gil- 
bert believing, in common with almost everyone of 
his day, that these straits were the only opening into 
the Pacific, and the land to the South was unbroken 
to the Pole. He prophesies a market in the East 
for our manufactured linen and calicoes :-— 


The Easterns greatly prizing the same, as appeareth in 
Hester, where the pomp is expressed of the great King of 
India, Ahasuerus, who matched the coloured clothes where- 
with his houses and tents were apparelled, with gold and 
silver, as part of his greatest treasure. 


These and other such arguments were the best 


analysis which Sir Humfrey had to offer of the spirit 
which he felt to be working in him. We may think 


/ 


f 
England’s Forgotten Worthies. Ts. 
what we please of them; but we can have but one 
thought of the great grand words with which the 
memorial concludes, and they alone would explain 
the love which Elizabeth bore him :— 


Never, therefore, mislike with me for taking in hand any 
laudable and honest enterprise, for if through pleasure or 
idleness we purchase shame, the pleasure vanisheth, but the 
shame abideth for ever. 

Give me leave, therefore, without offence, always to live 
and die in this mind: that he is not worthy to live at all 
that, for fear or danger of death, shunneth his country’s ser- 
vice and his own honour, seeing that death is inevitable and the 
fame of virtue immortal, wherefore in this behalf mutare vel 
timere sperno. 


Two voyages which he undertook at his own cost, 
which shattered his fortune, and failed, as they na- 
turally might, since inefficient help or mutiny of sub- 
ordinates, or other disorders, are inevitable conditions 
under which more or less great men must be content 
to see their great thoughts mutilated by the feeble- 
ness of their instruments, did not dishearten him, 
and in June 1583 a last fleet of five ships sailed 
from the port of Dartmouth, with commission from 
the queen to discover and take possession from lati- 
tude 45° to 50° North—a voyage not a little note- 
worthy, there being planted in the course of it the 
first English colony west of the Atlantic. Elizabeth 
had a foreboding that she would never see him again. 
_ She sent him a jewel as a last token of her favour, 
and she desired Raleigh to have his picture taken 
before he went. 

The history of the voyage was written by a Mr. 
Edward Hayes, of Dartmouth, one of the principal 
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actors in it, and as a composition it is more remark- 
able for fine writing than ahy very commendable 
thought in the author. But Sir Humfrey’s nature 
shines through the infirmity of his chronicler; and 
in the end, indeed, Mr. Hayes himself is subdued 
into a better mind. He had lost money by the 
voyage, and we will hope his higher nature was only 
under atemporary eclipse. The fleet consisted (it is well 
to observe the ships and the size of them) of the 
‘Delight,’ 120 tons; the barque ‘ Raleigh,’ 200 tons 
(this ship deserted off the Land’s End); the ‘ Golden 
Hinde’ and the ‘ Swallow,’ 40 tons each; and the 
‘Squirrel,’ which was called the frigate, 10 tons. 
For the uninitiated in such matters, we may add, 
that if in a vessel the size of the last, a member of 
the Yacht Club would consider that he had earned a 
club-room immortality if he had ventured a run in 
the depth of summer from Cowes to the Channel 
Islands. 


We were inall (says Mr. Hayes) 260 men, among whom we 
had of every faculty good choice. Besides, for solace of our 
own people, and allurement of the savages, we were provided 
of music in good variety, not omitting the least toys, as morris ~ 
dancers, hobby horses, and May-like conceits to delight the 
savage people. 

The expedition reached Newfoundland without 
accident. St. John’s was taken possession of, and a 
colony left there; and Sir Humfrey then set out ex- 
ploring along the American coast to the south, he 
himself doing all the work in his little 10-ton cutter, 
the service being too dangerous for the larger vessels 
to venture on. One of these had remained at St. 
John’s. He was now accompanied only by the 
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‘Delight’ and the ‘Golden Hinde,’ and these two 
keeping as near the shore as they dared, he spent 
what remained of the summer examining every 
creek and bay, marking the soundings, taking the 
bearings of the possible harbours, and risking his 
life, as every hour he was obliged to risk it in such a 
service, in thus leading, as it were, the forlorn hope 
in the conquest of the New World. How dangerous 
it was we shall presently see. It was towards the 
end of August. 


The evening was fair and pleasant, yet not without token of 
storm to ensue, and most part of this Wednesday night, like 
the swan that singeth before her death, they in the ‘ Delight’ 
continued in sounding of drums and trumpets and fifes, also 
winding the cornets and hautboys, and in the end of their 
jollity left with the battell and ringing of doleful knells. 


Two days after came the storm; the ‘Delight’ 
struck upon a bank, and went down in sight of the 
other vessels, which were unable to render her any 
help. Sir Humfrey’s papers, among other things, were 
all lost in her; at the time considered by him an irre- 
parable misfortune. But it was little matter, he was 
never to need them. The ‘Golden. Hinde’ and the 
‘ Squirrel ’ were now left alone of the five ships. The 
provisions were running short, and the summer sea- 
son was closing. Both crews were on short allowance ; 
and with much difficulty Sir Humfrey was prevailed 
upon to be satisfied for the present with what he had 
done, and to lay off for England. 


So upon Saturday, in the afternoon, the 31st of August, we 
changed our course, and returned back for England, at which 
very instant, even in winding about, there passed along 
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between us and the land, which we now forsook, a very lion, 
to our seeming, in shape, hair, and colour; not swimming 
after the manner of a beast by moving of his feet, but rather 
sliding upon the water with his whole body, except his legs, 
in sight, neither yet diving under and again rising as the 
manner is of whales, porpoises, and other fish, but confidently 
showing himself without hiding, notwithstanding that we 
presented ourselves in open view and gesture to amaze him. 
Thus he passed along, turning his head to and fro, yawning 
and gaping wide, with ougly demonstration of long teeth and 
glaring eyes; and to bidde us farewell, coming right against 
the ‘Hinde,’ he sent forth a horrible voice, roaring and 
bellowing as doth a lion, which spectacle we all beheld so far 
as we were able to discern the same, as men prone to wonder 
at every strange thing. What opinion others had thereof, and 
chiefly the General himself, I forbear to deliver. But he took 
it for Bonum Omen, rejoicing that he was to war against such 
an enemy, if it were the devil. 

We have no doubt that he did think it was the 
devil; men in those days believing really that evil 
was more than a principle or a necessary accident, 
and that in all their labour for God and for right, 
they must make their account to have to fight with 
the devil in his proper person. But if we are to call 
it superstition, and if this were no devil in the form 
of a roaring lion, but a mere great seal or sea-lion, 
it is a More innocent superstition to impersonate so 
real a power, and it requires a bolder heart to rise up 
against it and defy it in its living terror, than to 
sublimate it away into a philosophical principle, and 
to forget to battle with it in speculating on its origin 
and nature. But to follow the brave Sir Humfrey, 
whose work of fighting with the devil was now over, 
and who was passing to his reward. The 2nd of 
September the General came on board the ‘ Golden 
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Hinde’ ‘to make merry with us.’ He greatly de- 
plored the loss of his books and papers, but he was full 
of confidence from what he had seen, and talked with 
eagerness and warmth of the new expedition for the 
following spring. Apocryphal gold-mines still occu- 
pying the minds of Mr. Hayes and others, they were 
persuaded that Sir Humfrey was keeping to himself 
some such discovery which he had secretly made, and 
they tried hard to extract it from him. They could 
make nothing, however, of his odd, ironical answers, 
and their sorrow at the catastrophe which followed 
is sadly blended with disappointment that such a 
secret should have perished. Sir Humfrey doubtless 
saw America with other eyes than theirs, and gold- 
mines richer than California in its huge rivers and 
savannahs. 


Leaving the issue of this good hope (about the gold), (con- 
tinues Mr. Hayes), to God, who only knoweth the truth 
thereof, I will hasten to the end of this tragedy, which must 
be knit up in the person of our General, and as it was God’s 
ordinance upon him, even so the vehement persuasion of his 
friends could nothing avail to divert him from his wilful 
resolution of going in his frigate; and when he was entreated 


by the captain, master, and others, his well-wishers in the 
‘Hinde,’ not to venture, this was his answer—‘I will not 


forsake my little company goimg homewards, with whom I 
have passed so many storms and perils.’ 


Two-thirds of the way home they met foul wea- 
ther and terrible seas, ‘breaking short and pyramid- 
wise.’ Men who had all their lives ‘ occupied the 
sea’ had never seen it more outrageous. ‘We had 
also upon our mainyard an apparition of a little fier 
by night, which seamen do call Castor and Pollux.’ 
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Monday, the ninth of September, in the afternoon, the 
frigate was near cast away oppressed by waves, but at that 
time recovered, and giving forth signs of joy, the General, 
sitting abaft with a book in his hand, cried out unto us in the 
‘Hinde’ so often as we did approach within hearing, ‘ We are 
as near to heaven by sea as by land,’ reiterating the same 
speech, well beseeming a soldier resolute in Jesus Christ, as I 
can testify that he was. The same Monday night, about 
twelve of the clock, or not long after, the frigate being ahead 
of us in the ‘Golden Hinde,’ suddenly her lights were out, 
whereof as it were in a moment we lost the sight; and withal 
our watch cried, ‘The General was cast away,’ which was 
too true. 

Thus faithfully (concludes Mr. Hayes, in some degree rising 
above himself) I have related this story, wherein some spark 
of the knight’s virtues, though he be extinguished, may hap- 
pily appear; he remaining resolute to a purpose honest and 
godly as was this, to discover, possess, and reduce unto the 
service of God and Christian piety, those remote and heathen 
countries of America. Such is the infinite bounty of God, 
who from every evil deriveth good, that fruit may grow in 
time of our travelling in these North-Western lands (as has it 
not grown ?), and the crosses, turmoils, and afflictions, both in 
the preparation and execution of the voyage, did correct the 
intemperate humours which before we noted to be in this 
gentleman, and made unsavoury and less delightful his other 
manifold virtues. 

Thus as he was refined and made nearer unto the image of 
God, so it pleased the Divine will to resume him unto Him- © 
self, whither both his and every other high and noble mind 
have always aspired. 


Such was Sir Humfrey Gilbert; still in the prime of 
his years when the Atlantic swallowed him. Like the 
gleam of a landscape lit suddenly for a moment by the 
lightning, these few scenes flash down to us across the 
centuries: but what a life must that have been of 


England’s Forgotten Worthies. 145 


which this was the conclusion! We have glimpses of 
him a few years earlier, when he won his spurs in 
Treland—won them by deeds which to us seem ter- 
rible in their ruthlessness, but which won the applause 
of Sir Henry Sidney as too high for praise or even 
reward. . Chequered like all of us with lines of light 
and darkness, he was nevertheless, one of a race 
which has ceased to be. We look round for them, 
and we can hardly believe that the same blood is 
flowing in our veins. Brave we may still be, and 
strong perhaps as they, but the high moral grace 
which made bravery and strength so beautiful is 
departed from us for ever. 

Our space is sadly limited for historical portrait 
painting ; but we must find room for another of that 
Greenaway party whose nature was as fine as that of 
Gilbert, and who intellectually was more largely 
gifted. The latter was drowned in 1583. In 1585 
John Davis left Dartmouth on his first voyage into 
the Polar seas; and twice subsequently he went 
again, venturing in small ill-equipped vessels of 
thirty or forty tons into the most dangerous seas. 
These voyages were as remarkable for their success 
as for the daring with which they were accomplished, 
and Davis’s epitaph is written on the map of the 
world, where his name still remains to commemorate 
his discoveries. Brave as he was, he is distinguished 
by a peculiar and exquisite sweetness of nature, 
which, from many little facts of his life, seems to have 
affected everyone with whom he came in contact in a 
remarkable degree. We find men, for the love of 
Master Davis, leaving their firesides to sail with him, 
without other hope or motion; we find silver bullets 
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cast to shoot him in a mutiny; the hard rude natures 
of the mutineers being awed by something in his 
carriage which was not like that of a common man. 
He has written the account of one of his northern 
voyages himself; one of those, by-the-by, which the 
Hakluyt Society have mutilated; and there is an 
imaginative beauty in it, and a rich delicacy of ex- 
pression, which is called out in him by the first sight 
of strange lands and things and people. 

To show what he was, we should have preferred, if 
possible, to have taken the story of his expedition into 
the South Seas, in which, under circumstances of 
singular difficulty, he was deserted by Candish, under 
whom he had sailed; and after inconceivable trials 
from famine, mutiny, and storm, ultimately saved 
himself and his ship, and such of the crew as had 
chosen to submit to his orders. But it is a long his- 
tory, and will not admit of being curtailed. As an 
instance of the stuff of which it was composed, he 
ran back in the black night in a gale of wind through 
the Straits of Magellan, by a chart which he had made 
with the eye in passing up. His anchors were lost or 
broken ; the cables were parted. He could not bring 
up the ship; there was nothing for it but to run, 
and he carried her safe through along a channel often 
not three miles broad, sixty miles from end to end, 
and twisting like the reaches of a river. 

For the present, however, we are forced to content 
ourselves with a few sketches out of the north-west 
voyages. Here is one, for instance, which shows how 
an Englishman could deal with the Indians. Davis 
had landed at Gilbert’s Sound, and gone up the 
country exploring. On his return he found his crew 
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loud in complaints of the thievish propensities of the 
natives, and urgent to have an example made of 
some of them. On the next occasion he fired a gun 
-at them with blank cartridge; but their nature was 
still too strong for them. 


Seeing iron (he says), they could in no case forbear stealing; 
which, when I perceived, it did but minister to me occasion 
of laughter to see their simplicity, and I willed that they 
should not be hardly used, but that our company should be 
more diligent to keep their things, supposing it to be very 
_ hard in so short a time to make them know their evils. 


In his own way, however, he took an opportunity 
of administering a lesson to them of a more whole- 
some kind than could be given with gunpowder and 
bullets. Like the rest of his countrymen, he believed 
the savage Indians in their idolatries to be wor- 
shippers of the devil. ‘They are witches,’ he says ; 
‘they have images in great store, and use many kinds 
of enchantments.’ And these enchantments they 
tried on one occasion to put in force against himself 
and his crew. 


Being on shore on the 4th day of July, one of them made 
a long oration, and then kindled a fire, into which with many 
strange words and gestures he put divers things, which we 
supposed to be a sacrifice. Myself and certain of my com- 
pany standing by, they desired us to go into the smoke. 
I desired them to go into the smoke, which they would by no 
means do. I then took one of them and thrust him into the 
smoke, and willed one of my company to tread out the fire, 
and spurn it into the sea, which was done to show them 
that we did contemn their sorceries. 7 


It is a very English story—exactly what a modern 


‘Englishman would do; only, perhaps, not believing 
; L2 
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that there was any real devil in the case, which 
makes a difference. However, real or not real, after 
seeing him patiently put up with such an injury, we 
will hope the poor Greenlander had less respect for 
the devil than formerly. 

Leaving Gilbert’s Sound, Davis went on to the 
north-west, and in lat. 63° fell in with a barrier of 
ice, which he coasted for thirteen days without find- 
ing an opening. The very sight of an iceberg was 
new to all his crew; and the ropes and shrouds, 
though it was midsummer, becoming compassed with 
1ce,— 

The people began to fall sick and faint-hearted—where- 
upon, very orderly, with good discretion, they entreated me 
to regard the safety of mine own life, as well as the preserva- 
tion of theirs; and that I should not, through overbouldness, 
leave their widows and fatherless children to give me bitter 
curses. 

Whereupon, seeking counsel of God, it pleased His Divine 
Majesty to move my heart to prosecute that which I hope 
shall be to His glory, and to the contentation of every Chris- 
tian mind. 


He had two vessels—one of some burthen, the other 
a pinnace of thirty tons. The result of the counsel 
which he had sought was, that he made over his own 
large vessel to such as wished to return, and himself, 
‘thinking it better to die with honour than to return 
with infamy,’ went on, with such volunteers as would 
follow him, in a poor leaky cutter, up the sea now 
in commemoration of that adventure called Davis’s 
Straits. He ascended 4° North of the furthest known 
point, among storms and icebergs, when the long days 
and twilight nights alone saved him from being de- 
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stroyed, and, coasting back along the American shore, 
he discovered Hudson’s Straits, supposed then to be the 
long-desired entranee into the Pacific. This exploit 
drew the attention of Walsingham, and by him 
Davis was presented to Burleigh, ‘who was also 
pleased to show him great encouragement.’ If either 
these statesmen or Elizabeth had been twenty years 
younger, his name would have filled a larger space 
in history than a small corner of the map of the 
world; but if he was employed at all in the last 
years of the century, no vates sacer has been found to 
celebrate his work, and no clue is left to guide us. 
He disappears ; a cloud falls over him. He1is known 
to have commanded trading vessels in the Eastern 
seas, and to have returned five times from India. 
But the details are all lost, and accident has only 
parted the clouds for a moment to show us the 
mournful setting with which he, too, went down upon 
the sea. 

In taking out Sir Edward Michellthorne to India, 
in 1604, he fell in with a crew of Japanese, whose 
ship had been burnt, drifting at sea, without pro- 
visions, in a leaky junk. He supposed them to be 
pirates, but he did not choose to leave them to so 
wretched a death, and took them on board; and in a 
few hours, watching their opportunity, they murdered 
him. 

As the fool dieth, so dieth the wise, and there is no 
difference; it was the chance of the sea, and the ill 
reward of a humane action—a melancholy end for 
such a man—like the end of a warrior, not dying 
Epaminondas-like on the field of victory, but cut off 
in some poor brawl or ambuscade. But so it was 
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with all these men. They were cut off in the 
flower of their days, and few of them laid their bones 
in the sepulchres of their fathers. They knew the 
service which they had chosen, and they did not ask 
the wages for which they had not laboured. Life 
with them was no summer holiday, but a holy sacri- 
- fice offered up to duty, and what their Master sent 
was welcome. Beautiful is old age—beautiful as the 
slow-dropping mellow autumn of a rich glorious 
summer. In the old man, nature has fulfilled her 
work; she loads him with her blessings; she fills 
him with the fruits of a well-spent life; and, sur- 
rounded by his children and his children’s children, 
she rocks him softly away to a grave, to which he is 
followed with blessings. God forbid we should not 
call it beautiful. It is beautiful, but not the most 
beautiful. There is another life, hard, rough, and 
thorny, trodden with bleeding feet and aching brow; 
the life of which the cross is the symbol; a battle 
which no peace follows, this side the grave ; which the 
grave gapes to finish, before the victory is won ; and— 
strange that it should be so—this is the highest life 
of man. Look back along the great names of his- 
tory ; there is none whose life has been other than 
this. They to whom it has been given to do the 
really highest work in this earth—whoever they are, 
Jew or Gentile, Pagan or Christian, warriors, legis- 
lators, philosophers, priests, poets, kings, slaves— 
one and all, their fate has been the same—the same 
bitter cup has been given to them to drink. And so 
it was with the servants of England in the sixteenth 
century. Their life was a long battle, either with 
the elements or with men; and it was enough for 
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them to fulfil their work, and to pass away in the 
hour when God had nothing more to bid them do. 
They did not complain, and why should we complain 
for them? Peaceful life was not what they desired, 
and an honourable death had no terrors for them. 
Theirs was the old Grecian spirit, and the great 
heart of the Theban poet lived again in them :— 

@avety 3 olow dvdynn, Tl Ké Tis &vdvupoy 

ynpas év oxdrp Kabhuevos epor pdrar, 

andvrwv Kadov &upopos ; 

‘Seeing,’ in Gilbert’s own brave words, ‘that 
death is inevitable, and the fame of virtue is im- 
mortal; wherefore in this behalf mutare vel timere 
sperno.’ 

In the conclusion of these light sketches we pass 
into an element different from that in which we have 
been lately dwelling. The scenes in which Gilbert 
and Davis played out their high natures were of the 
kind which we call peaceful, and the enemies with 
which they contended were principally the ice and 
the wind, and the stormy seas and the dangers of un- 
known and savage lands. We shall close amidst the 
roar of cannon, and the wrath and rage of battle. 
Hume, who alludes to the engagement which we are 
going to describe, speaks of it in a tone which shows 
that he looked at it as something portentous and pro- 
digious; as a thing to wonder at—but scarcely as 
deserving the admiration which we pay to actions 
properly within the scope of humanity—and as if the 
energy which was displayed in it was like the un- 
natural strength of madness. He does not say this, 
but he appears to feel it; and he scarcely would have 
felt it if he had cared more deeply to saturate himself 
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with the temper of the age of which he was writing. 
At the time, all England and all the world rang with 
the story. It struck a deeper terror, though it was 
but the action of a single ship, into the hearts of the 
Spanish people, it dealt a more deadly blow upon their 
fame and moral strength than the destruction of the 
Armada itself; and in the direct results which arose 
from it, it was scarcely less disastrous to them. 
Hardly, as it seems to us, if the most glorious actions 
which are set like jewels in the history of mankind 
are weighed one against the other in the balance, 
hardly will those 300-Spartans who in the summer 
morning sate ‘combing their long hair for death’ 
in the passes of Thermopyle, have earned a more 
lofty estimate for themselves than this one crew of 
modern Englishmen. 

In August 1591, Lord Thomas Howard, with six 
English line-of-battle ships, six victuallers, and two 
or three pinnaces, was lying at anchor under the 
Island of Florez. Light in ballast and short of water, - 
with half his men disabled by sickness, Howard was 
unable to pursue the aggressive purpose on which 
he had been sent out. Several of the ships’ crews 
were on shore: the ships themselves ‘all pestered and 
rommaging,’ with everything out of order. In this 
condition they were surprised by a Spanish fleet con- 
sisting of 53 men-of-war. Eleven out of the twelve 
English ships obeyed the signal of the admiral, to 
cut or weigh their anchors and escape as they might. 
The twelfth, the ‘ Revenge,’ was unable for the mo- 
ment to follow. Of her crew of 190, ninety were sick 
on shore, and, from the position of the ship, there 
was some delay and difficulty in getting them on 
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board. The ‘Revenge’ was commanded by Sir 
Richard Grenville, of Bideford, a man well known in 
the Spanish seas, and the terror of the Spanish 
sailors; so fierce he was said to be, that mythic 
stories passed from lip to lip about him, and, like 
Ear! Talbot or Coeur de Lion, the nurses at the Azores 
frightened children with the sound of his name. ‘He 
was of great revenues, of his own inheritance,’ they 
said, ‘but of unquiet mind, and greatly affected to 
wars ;’ and from his uncontrollable propensities for 
blood-eating, he had volunteered his services to the 
queen; ‘of so hard a complexion was he, that I 
(John Huighen von Linschoten, who is our authority 
here, and who was with the Spanish fleet after the 
action) have been told by divers credible persons who 
stood and beheld him, that he would carouse three or 
four glasses of wine, and take the glasses between 
his teeth and crush them in pieces and swallow them 
down.’ Such Grenville was to the Spaniard. To the 
English he was a goodly and gallant gentleman, who 
had never turned his back upon an enemy, and was 
remarkable in that remarkable time for his constancy 
and daring. In this surprise at Florez he was in no 
haste to fly. He first saw all his sick on board and 
stowed away on the ballast; and then, with no more 
than 100 men left him to fight and work the ship, he 
deliberately weighed, uncertain, as it seemed at first, 
what he intended to do. The Spanish fleet were by 
this time on his weather bow, and he was persuaded 
(we here take his cousin Raleigh’s beautiful narrative, 
and follow it in Raleigh’s words) ‘to cut his mainsail 
and cast about, and trust to the sailing of the 
ship :’— 
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But Sir Richard utterly refused to turn from the enemy, 
alledging that he would rather choose to die than to dishonour 
himself, his country, and her Majesty’s ship, persuading his 
company that he would pass through their two squadrons in 
spite of them, and enforce those of Seville to give him way: 
which he performed upon diverse of the foremost, who, as the 
mariners term it, sprang their luff, and fell under the lee of 
the ‘ Revenge.’ But the other course had been the better; 
and might right well have been answered in so great an im- 
possibility of prevailing: notwithstanding, out of the greatness 
of his mind, he could not be persuaded. 


The wind was light; the ‘San Philip,’ ‘a huge 
high-carged ship’ of 1,500 tons, came up to windward 
of him, and, taking the wind out of his sails, ran 
aboard him. 


After the ‘Revenge’ was entangled with the ‘ San Philip,’ 
four others boarded her, two on her larboard and two on her 
starboard. The fight thus beginning at three o’clock in the 
afternoon continued very terrible all that evening. But the 
great ‘San Philip,’ having received the lower tier of the 
‘ Revenge,’ shifted herself with all diligence from her sides, 
utterly misliking her first entertainment. The Spanish ships 
were filled with soldiers, in some 200, besides the mariners, 
in some 500, in others 800. In ours there were none at all, 
besides the mariners, but the servants of the commander and 
some few voluntary gentlemen only. After many enterchanged 
vollies of great ordnance and small shot, the Spaniards delibe- 
rated to enter the ‘ Revenge,’ and made divers attempts, 
hoping to force her by the multitude of their armed soldiers 
and musketeers; but were still repulsed again and again, and 
at all times beaten back into their own ship or into the sea. 
In the beginning of the fight the ‘ George Noble,’ of London, 
having received some shot through her by the Armadas, fell 
under the lee of the ‘ Revenge,’ and asked Sir Richard what 
he would command him; but being one of the victuallers, 
and of small force, Sir Richard bade him save himself and 
leave him to his fortune. 
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This last was a little touch of gallantry, which we 
should be glad to remember with the honour due to 
the brave English sailor who commanded the ‘George 
Noble ;’ but his name has passed away, and his action 
is an in memoriam, on which time has effaced the 
writing. All that August night the fight continued, 
the stars rolling over in their sad majesty, but unseen 
through the sulphurous clouds which hung over the 
scene. Ship after ship of the Spaniards came on upon 
the ‘ Revenge,’ ‘so that never less than two mighty 
galleons were at her side and aboard her,’ washing up _ 
like waves upon a rock, and falling foiled and shattered 
back amidst the roar of the artillery. Before morning 
fifteen several armadas had assailed her, and all in 
vain ; some had been sunk at her side; and the rest, 
‘so ill approving of their entertainment, that at break 
of day they were far more willing to hearken to a 
composition, than hastily to make more assaults or 
entries.’ ‘But as the day increased,’ says Raleigh, ‘so 
our men decreased; and as the light grew more and 
more, by so much the more grew our discomfort, for 
none appeared in sight but enemies, save one small 
ship called the “ Pilgrim,” commanded by Jacob 
Whiddon, who hovered all night to see the success, 
but in the morning, bearing with the “ Revenge,” 
was hunted like a hare among many ravenous hounds 
—but escaped.’ 

All the powder in the ‘Revenge’ was now spent, 
all her pikes were broken, 40 out of her 100 men 
knlled, and a great number of the rest wounded. Sir 
Richard, though badly hurt early in the battle, never 
forsook the deck till an hour before midnight; and 
was then shot through the body while his wounds 
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were being dressed, and again in the head. His 
surgeon was killed while attending on him; the 
masts were lying over the side, the rigging cut or 
broken, the upper works all shot in pieces, and the 
ship herself, unable to move, was settling slowly in 
the sea; the vast fleet of Spaniards lying round her 
in a ring, like dogs round a dying lion, and wary of 
approaching him in his last agony. Sir Richard, 
seeing that it was past hope, having fought for fifteen 
hours, and ‘ having by estimation eight hundred shot 
of great artillery through him,’ ‘commanded the 
master gunner, whom he knew to be a most resolute 
man, to split and sink the ship, that thereby nothing 
might remain of glory or victory to the Spaniards ; 
seeing in so many hours they were not able to take 
her, having had above fifteen hours’ time, above ten 
thousand men, and fifty-three men-of-war to perform 
it withal; and persuaded the company, or as many as 
he could induce, to yield themselves unto God and to 
the mercy of none else; but as they had, like valiant. 
resolute men, repulsed so many enemies, they should 
not now shorten the honour of their nation by pro- 
longing their own lives for a few hours or a few days.’ 

The gunner and a few others consented. But such 
Saipovin ape) was more than could be expected of 
ordinary seamen. They had dared do all which 
did become men, and they were not more than 
men. Two Spanish ships had gone down, above 
1,500 of their crew were killed, and the Spanish 
admiral could not induce any one of the rest of his 
fleet to board the ‘Revenge’ again, ‘doubting lest 
Sir Richard would have blown up himself and them, 
knowing his dangerous disposition.” Sir Richard 
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lying disabled below, the captain, ‘finding the 
Spaniards as ready to entertain a composition as 
they could be to offer it,’ gained over the majority of 
the surviving company; and the remainder then 
drawing back from the master gunner, they all, with- 
out further consulting their dying commander, sur- 
rendered on honourable terms. If unequal to the 
English in action, the Spaniards were at least as 
courteous in victory. It is due to them to say, that 
the conditions were faithfully observed; and ‘the 
ship being marvellous unsavourie,’ Alonzo de Bacon, 
the Spanish admiral, sent his boat to bring Sir 
Richard on board his own vessel. | 

Sir Richard, whose life was fast ebbing away, re- 
plied that ‘he might do with his body what he list, 
for that he esteemed it not;’ and as he was carried 
out of the ship he swooned, and reviving again, 
desired the company to pray for him. | 

The admiral used him with all humanity, ‘com- 
mending his valour and worthiness, being unto them 
a rare spectacle, and a resolution seldom approved.’ 
The officers of the fleet, too, John Higgins tells us, 
crowded round to look at him; and a new fight had 
almost broken out between the Biscayans and the 
‘Portugals,’ each claiming the honour of having 
boarded the ‘ Revenge.’ 


In a few hours Sir Richard, feeling his end approaching, 
‘showed not any sign of faintness, but spake these words in 
Spanish, and said, ‘Here die I, Richard Grenville, with a 
joyful and quiet mind, for that I have ended my life as a 
true soldier ought to do that hath fought for his country, 
queen, religion, and honour. Whereby my soul most joyfully 
departeth out of this body, and shall always leave behind it an 


158 England’s Forgotten Worthies. 


everlasting fame of a valiant and true soldier that hath done 
his duty as he was bound to do.’ When he had finished 
these or other such like words, he gave up the ghost with 
great and stout courage, and no man could perceive any sign 
of heaviness in him. 


Such was the fight at Florez, in that August of 
1591, without its equal in such of the annals of man- 
kind as the thing which we call history has preserved 
to us; scarcely equalled by the most glorious fate 
which the imagination of Barrére could invent for the 
‘“Vengeur.’ Nor did the matter end without a sequel 
awful as itself. Sea battles have been often followed 
by storms, and without a miracle ; but with a miracle, 
as the Spaniards and the English alike believed, or 
without one, as we moderns would prefer believing, 
‘there ensued on this action a tempest so terrible as 
was never seen or heard the like before.’ A fleet of 
merchantmen joined the armada immediately after 
the battle, forming in all 140 sail; and of these 
140, only 32 ever saw Spanish harbour. The rest 
foundered, or were lost on the Azores. The men-of- 
war had been so shattered by shot as.to be unable to 
carry sail; and the ‘ Revenge’ herself, disdaining to 
survive her commander, or as if to complete his own 
last baffled purpose, hike Samson, buried herself and 
her 200 prize crew under the rocks of St. Michael’s. 


And it may well be thought and presumed (says John 
Huighen) that it was no other than a just plague purposely 
sent upon the Spaniards; and that it might be truly said, 
the taking of the ‘Revenge’ was justly revenged on them; 
and not by the might or force of man, but by the power of 
God. As some of them openly said in the Isle of Terceira, 
that they believed verily God would consume them, and that 
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he took part with the Lutherans and heretics ... . saying 
further, that so soon as they had thrown the dead body of 
the Vice-Admiral Sir Richard Grenville overboard, they 
verily thought that as he had a devilish faith and religion, 
and therefore the devil loved him, so he presently sunk into 
the bottom of the sea and down into hell, where he raised up 
all the devils to the revenge of his death, and that they 
brought so great a storm and torments upon the Spaniards, 
because they only maintained the Catholic and Romish reli- 
gion. Such and the like blasphemies against God they ceased 
not openly to utter. 
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HOMER. 


Troy fell before the Greeks; and in its turn the war 
of Troy is now falling before the critics. That ten 
years’ death-struggle, in which the immortals did not 
disdain to mingle—those massive warriors, with their 
grandeur and their chivalry, have, ‘like an unsub- 
stantial pageant, faded’ before the wand of these 
‘modern enchanters ; and the Iliad and the Odyssey, 
and the other early legends, are discovered to be no 
more than the transparent myths of an old cos- 
mogony, the arabesques and frescoes with which 
the imagination of the Ionian poets set off and 
ornamented the palace of the heavens, the struggle of 
the earth with the seasons, and the labours of the sun 
through his twelve signs. | 

Nay, with Homer himself it was likely at one time 
to have fared no better. His works, indeed, were in- 
destructible, yet if they could not be destroyed, they 
might be disorganised; and with their instinctive 
hatred of facts, the critics fastened on the historical 
existence of the poet. The origin of the poems was 
distributed among the clouds of pre-historic imagi- 
nation; and—instead of a single inspired Homer for 
their author, we were required to believe in some ex- 
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‘ordinary spontaneous generation, or in some collective 
genius of an age which ignorance had personified. 

But the person of a poet has been found more 
difficult of elimination than a mere fact of history. 
Facts, it was once said, were stubborn things ; but in 
our days we have changed all that; a fact, under the 
knife of a critic, splits in pieces, and is dissected out 
of belief with incredible readiness. The helpless thing 
lies under his hand like a foolish witness in a law 
court, when browbeaten by an unscrupulous advocate, 
and is turned about and twisted this way and that 
way, till in its distraction it contradicts itself, and 
bears witness against itself; and to escape from tor- 
ture, at last flies utterly away, itself half doubting its 
own existence. | 

But it requires more cunning weapons to destroy a 
Homer; like his own immortals, he may be wounded, 
but he cannot have the life carved out of him by the 
prosaic strokes of common men. His poems have 
but to be disintegrated to unite again, so strong 
are they in the individuality of their genius. The 
singleness of their structure—the unity of design 
—the distinctness of drawing in the characters—the 
inimitable peculiarities of manner in each of them, 
seem to place beyond serious question, after the worst 
onslaught of the Wolfian critics, that both Iliad and 
Odyssey, whether or not the work of the same mind, 
are at least each of them singly the work of one. 

Let them leave us Homer, however, and on the rank 
and file of facts they may do their worst; we can 
be indifferent to, or even thankful for, what slaughter 
they may make. In the legends of the Theogonia, in 
that of Zeus and Cronus, for instance, there is 
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evidently a metaphysical allegory ; in the legends of 
Persephone, or of the Dioscuri, a physical one ; in that 
of Athene, a profoundly philosophical one ; and fused 
as the entire system was in the intensely poetical con- 
ception of the early thinkers, it would be impossible, 
even if it were desirable, at this time of day, to disen- 
tangle the fibres of all these various elements. Fact 
and theory, the natural and the supernatural, the 
legendary and the philosophical, shade off so imper- 
ceptibly one into the other, in the stories of the 
Olympians, or of their first offspring, that we can never 
assure ourselves thatwe are on historic ground, or that, 
antecedent to the really historic age, there is any such 
ground to be found anywhere. The old notion, that 
the heroes were deified men, is no longer tenable. 
With but few exceptions, we can trace their names as 
the names of the old gods of the Hellenic or Pelas- 
gian races; and if they appeared later in human 
forms, they descended from Olympus to assume them. 
Diomed was the tolian sun-god; Achilles was wor- 
shipped in Thessaly long before he became the hero 
of the tale of Troy. The tragedy of the house of 
Atreus, and the bloody bath of Agamemnon, as we 
are now told with appearance of certainty,* are 
humanised stories of the physical struggle of the 
opposing principles of life and death, light and dark- 
ness, night and day, winter and summer. 

And let them be so; we need not be sorry to believe 
that there is no substantial basis for these tales of 
crime: The history of mankind is not so pure but 
that we can afford to lose a few dark pages out of the 
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record. Let it be granted that of the times which 
Homer sung historically we know nothing literal at all 
—not any names of any kings, of any ministers, wars, 
intrigues, revolutions, crimes. Theyare all gone—dead 
—passed away; their vacant chronicles may be silent 
as the tombs in which their bones are buried. Of such 
stuff as that with which historians fill their pages 
there is no trace; it is a blank, vacant as the annals 
of the Hottentot or of the Red Indian. Yet when all 
is said, there remain still to us in Homer’s verse, 
materials richer, perhaps, than exist for any period of 
the ancient world, richer than even for the brilliant 
days of Pericles, or of the Cesars, to construct a his- 
tory of another kind—a history, a picture not of the 
times of which he sang, but of the men among whom 
he lived. How they acted; how they thought, talked, 
and felt; what they made of this earth, and of their 
place in it; their private life and their public life; 
men and women; masters and servants; rich and 
poor—we have it all delineated in the marvellous verse 
. of a poet who, be he what he may, was in this respect 
_ the greatest which the earth haseverseen. In extent, 
the information is little enough ; but in the same sense 
as it has-been said that an hour at an Athenian supper- 
party would teach us more Grecian life and character 
than all Aristophanes, Homer’s pictures of life and 
manners are so living, so distinct, so palpable, that a 
whole prose encyclopeedia of disconnected facts could 
give us nothing like them. It is the marvellous pro- 
perty of verse—one, if we rightly consider it, which 
would excuse any superstition on the origin of lan- 
guage—that the metrical and rhythmic arrangement 
of syllable and sound is able to catch and express 
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‘back to us, not the stories of actions, but the actions 
themselves, with all the feelings which inspire them ; 
to call up human action, and all other outward things 
in which human hearts take interest—to produce them, 
or to reproduce them, with a distinctness which shall 
produce the same emotions which they would them- 
selves produce when really existing. The thing 
itself is made present before us by an exercise of 
creative power as genuine as that of Nature herself ; 
which, perhaps, is but the same power manifesting 
itself at one time in words, at another in outward 
phenomena. Whatever be the cause, the fact is so. 
Poetry has this life-giving power, and prose has it not ; 
and thus the poet is the truest historian. Whatever 
is properly valuable in history the poet gives us 
—not events and names, but emotion, but action, but 
life. He is the heart of his age, and his verse ex- 
presses his age ; and,what matter is it by what name 
he describes his places or his persons? What matter 
is it what his own name was, while we have himself, 
and while we have the originals, from which he drew ? 
‘The work and the life are all for which we need care, 
are all which can really interest us; the names are 
nothing. Though Phcacia was a dream-land, or a 
symbol of the Elysian fields, yet Homer drew his 
material, his island, his palaces, his harbour, his 
gardens of perennial beauty, from those fair cities 
which lay along the shores of his own Ionia; and like 
his blind Demodocus, Homer doubtless himself sung 
those very hymns which now delight us so, in the 
halls of many a princely Alcinous. 

The prose historian may give us facts and names ; 
‘he may catalogue the successions, and tell us long 
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stories of battles, and of factions, and of political 
intrigues ; he may draw characters for us, of the sort 
which figure commonly in such features of human 
affairs, men of the unheroic, unpoetic kind—the 
Cleons, the Sejanuses, the Tiberiuses, a Philip the 
Second or a Louis Quatorze, in whom the noble ele- 
ment died out into selfishness and vulgarity. But 
ereat men—and all MEN properly so called (whatever is 
genuine and natural in them)—lie beyond prose, and 
can only be really represented by the poet. This is 
the reason why such men as Alexander, or as Cesar, 
or as Cromwell, so perplex us in histories, because 
they and their actions are beyond the scope of the art 
through which we have looked at them. "We compare 
the man as the historian represents him, with the 
track of his path through the world. The work is the 
work of a giant; the man, stripped of the vulgar 
appendages with which the stunted imagination of his 
biographer may have set him off, is full of meannesses 
and littlenesses, and is scarcely greater than one of 
ourselves. Prose, that is, has attempted something to 
which it is not equal. It describes a figure which it 
calls Cesar; but it is not Cesar, it is amonster. For 
the same reason, prose fictions, novels, and the like, 
are worthless for more than a momentary purpose. 
The life which they are able to represent is not worth 
representing. There is no person so poor in his own 
eyes as not to gaze with pleasure into a looking- 
glass; and the prose age may value its own image in 
the novel. But the value of all such representations 
is ephemeral. It is with the poet’s art as with the 
sculptor’s—sandstone will not carve like marble, its 
texture is too loose to retain a sharply moulded outline. 
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The actions of men, if they are true, noble, and 
genuine, are strong enough to bear the form and bear 
the polish of verse ; if loose or feeble, they crumble 
away into the softer undulations of prose. | 

What the life was whose texture bore shaping into 
Homer’s verse, we intend to spend these pages in 
examining. It is, of course, properly to be sought for 
in the poems themselves. But we shall here be con- 
cerned mainly with features which in the original 
are rather secondary than prominent, and which have 
to be collected out of fragments, here a line, and 
there a line, out of little hints, let fall by Homer as 
it were by accident. Things too familiar to his own 
hearers to require dwelling on, to us, whose object is 
to make out just those very things which were fami- 
har, are of special and singular value. It is not an 
enquiry which will much profit us, if we come to it 
with any grand notions of the ‘ progress of the spe- 
cies,’ for in many ways it will discourage the belief 
in progress. 

We have fallen into ways of talking of the childhood 
and infancy of the race, as if no beards had grown 
on any face before the modern Reformation; and 
even people who know what old Athens was under 
Pericles, look commonly on earlier Greece as scarcely 
struggling out of its cradle. It would have fared 
so with all early history except for the Bible. The 
Old Testament has operated partially to keep us in 
our modest senses, and we can see something grand 
about the patriarchs; but this is owing to excep- 
tional causes, which do not apply to other litera- 
ture; and in spite of our admiration of Homer’s 
poetry, we regard his age, and the contemporary 
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periods in the other people of the earth, as a kind of 
childhood little better than barbarism. We look upon 
it, at all events, as too far removed in every essential of 
spirit or of form from our own, to enable us to feel for 
it any strong interest or sympathy. More or less, we 
have, every one of us, felt something of this kind. 
Homer’s men are, at first sight, unlike any men 
that we have ever seen; and it is not without a 
shock of surprise that, for the first time, we fall, in 
reading him, across some little trait of humanity 
which in form as well as spirit is really identical with 
our own experience. Then, for the moment, all is 
_ changed with us—gleams of light flash out, in 
which the drapery becomes transparent, and we 
see the human form behind it, and that entire old 
world in the warm glow of flesh and bleod. Such is 
the effect of those few child scenes of his, which throw 
us back into our old familiar childhood. With all 
these years between us, there is no difference between 
their children and ours, and child would meet child 
without sense of strangeness In common games and 
common pleasures. 

The little Ulysses climbing on the knees of his 
father’s guest, coaxing for a taste of the red wine, 
and spilling it as he starts at the unusual taste; or 
that other most beautiful picture of him running at 
Laertes’s side in the garden at Ithaca, the father 
teaching the boy the names of the fruit-trees, and 
making presents to him of this tree and of that tree 
for his very own, to help him to remember what they 
were called; the partition wall of three thousand 
years melts away as we look back at scenes like 
these; that broad, world-experienced man was once, 
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then, such a little creature as we remember ourselves, 
and Laertes a calm, kind father of the nineteenth 
century. Then, as now, the children loved to sport 
upon the shore, and watch the imrolling waves ;— 
then, as now, the boy-architect would pile the moist 
sand into mimic town or castle, and when the work 
was finished, sweep it away again in wanton humour 
with foot and hand ;—then, as now, the little tired 
maiden would cling to her mother’s skirt, and, trotting 
painfully along beside her, look up wistfully and 
plead with moist eyes to be carried in her arms. — 
Nay, and among the grown ones, where time has not 
changed the occupation, and the forms of culture 
have little room to vary, we meet again with very 
familiar faces. There is Melantho, the not over- 
modest tittering waiting-maid—saucy to her mistress 
and the old housekeeper, and always running after 
the handsome young princes. Unhappy Melantho, 
true child of universal nature! grievous work we 
should make with most households, if all who re- 
semble thee were treated to as rough a destiny. And 
there are other old friends whom it is pleasant enough 
to recognise at so long a distance. ‘ Certain smooth- 
haired; sleek-faced fellows—insolent where their lords 
would permit them ; inquisitive and pert, living but 
to eat and drink, and pilfering the good things, to 
convey them stealthily to their friends outside the 
castle wall.’ The thing that hath been, that shall be 
again. ,When Homer wrote, the type had settled 
into its long enduring form. ‘Such are they,’ he 
adds, in his good-natured irony, ‘ as the valet race 
ever love to- be.’ 

With such evidence of identity among us all, it is 
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worth while to look closer at the old Greeks, to try 
to find in Homer something beyond fine poetry, or 
exciting adventures, or battle-scenes, or material for 
scholarship ; for awhile to set all that aside, and look 
in him for the story of real living men—set to pil- 
grimise in the old way on the same old earth—men 
such as we are, children of one family, with the same 
work to do, to live the best life they could, and to 
save their souls—with the same trials, the same 
passions, the same difficulties, if with weaker means 
of meeting them. 

And first for their religion. 

Let those who like it, lend their labour to the un- 
ravelling the secrets of the mythologies. Theogonies 
and Theologies are not religion; they are but its 
historic dress and outward or formal expression, 
which, like a language, may be intelligible to those 
who see the inward meaning in the sign, but no 
more than confused sound to us who live in another 
atmosphere, and have no means of transferring our- 
selves into the sentiment of an earlier era. It is not 
in these forms of a day or of an age that we should 
look for the real belief—the real feelings of the heart ; 
but in the natural expressions which burst out spon- 
taneously—expressions of opinion on Providence, on 
the relation of man to God, on the eternal laws by 
which this world is governed. Perhaps we misuse 
the word in speaking of religion; we ought rather 
to speak of piety: piety 1s always simple; the emo- 
tion is too vast, too overpowering, whenever it is 
genuine, to be nice or fantastic in its form; and 
leaving philosophies and cosmogonies to shape them- 
selves in myth and legend, it speaks itself out with a 
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calm and humble clearness. We may trifle with our 
own discoveries, and hand them over to the fancy or 
the imagination for elaborate decoration. We may 
shroud over supposed mysteries under an enigmatic 
veil, and adapt the degrees of initiation to the ca- 
pacities of our pupils; but before the vast facts of 
God and Providence, the difference between man and 
man dwarfs into nothing. They are no discoveries 
of our own with which we can meddle, but revelations 
of the Infinite, which, like the sunlight, shed them- 
selves on all alike, wise and unwise, good and evil, 
and they claim and they permit no other acknow- 
ledgment from us than the simple obedience of our 
lives, and the plainest confession of our lips. 

Such confessions, except in David’s Psalms, we 
shall not anywhere find more natural or unaffected 
than in Homer—most definite, yet never elaborate— 
as far as may be from any complimenting of Provi- 
dence, yet expressing the most unquestioning con- 
viction. We shall not often remember them when we 
set about religion as a business; but when the oc- | 
casions of life stir the feelings in us on which religion 
itself reposes, if we were as familiar with the Iliad as 
with the Psalms, the words of the old Ionian singer 
would leap as naturally to our lips as those of the 
Israelite king. 

Zeus is not always the questionable son of Cronus, 
nor the gods always the mythologic Olympians. 
Generally, it is true, they appear as a larger order of | 
subject beings—beings like men, and subject to a 
higher control—in a position closely resembling 
that of Milton’s angels, and lable like them to 
passion and toerror. Butat times, the father of gods 
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and men is the Infinite and Eternal Ruler—the 
living Providence of the world—and the lesser gods 
are the immortal administrators of his Divine will 
throughout the lower creation. For ever at the head 
of the universe there is an awful spiritual power ; 
when Zeus appears with a distinct and positive 
personality, he is himself subordinate to an authority 
which elsewhere is one with himself. Wherever 
either he or the other gods are made susceptible of 
emotion, the Invisible is beyond and above them. 
When Zeus is the personal father of Sarpedon, and 
his private love conflicts with the law of the eternal 
order, though he has power to set aside the law, 
he dares not break it; but in the midst of his 
immortality, and on his own awful throne, he weeps 
tears of blood in ineffectual sorrow for his dying 
child. And again, there is a power supreme both 
over Zeus and over Poseidon, of which Iris reminds 
the latter, when she is sent to rebuke him for his 
disobedience to his brother. It is a law, she says, 
that the younger shall obey the elder, and the 
Erinnys will revenge its breach even on a god. 

But descending from the more difficult Pantheon 
among mankind, the Divine law of justice is conceived 
as clearly as we in this day can conceive it. The 
supreme power is the same immortal lover of justice 
and the same hater of iniquity ; and justice means what 
we mean by justice, and iniquity what we mean by 
iniquity. There is no diffidence, no scepticism on this 
matter; the moral law is as sure as day and night, 
summer and winter. Thus in the sixteenth Tiad— 

‘ When in the market-place men deal unjustly, and 
the rulers decree crooked judgment, not regarding 
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the fear of God,’ God sends the storm, and the earth- 
quake, and the tempest, as the executors of his 
vengeance. 

Again, Ulysses says— 

‘ God looks upon the children of men, and pacha: 
the wrong-doer.’ 

And Kumzus— 

‘The gods love not violence and wrong; but the 
man whose ways are righteous, him they honour.’ 

Even when as mere Olympians they put off their 
celestial nature, and mix in earthly strife, and are 
thus laid open to earthly suffering, a mystery still 
hangs about them; Diomed, even while he crosses 
the path of Ares, feels all the while ‘ that they are 
short-lived who contend with the Immortals.’ Ajax 
boasts that he will save himself in spite of heaven, 
and immediately the wave dashes him,upon the rocks. 
One light word escaped Ulysses in the excitement of 
his escape from the Cyclops, which nine years of 
suffering hardly expiated. 

The same spirit which teaches Christians that those 
who have no earthly friend have specially a friend 
above to care for and to avenge them, taught the 
Ionians a proverb which appears again and again 
in Homer, that the stranger and the poor man 
are the patrimony of God; and it taught them, also, 
that sometimes men entertained the Immortals un- 
awares. It wasa faith, too, which was more than 
words with them; for we hear of no vagrant acts 
or alien acts, and it was sacrilege to turn away from 
the gate whoever asked its hospitality. Times are 
changed. The world was not so crowded as it is 
now, and perhaps rogues were less abundant; but at 
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any rate those antique Greeks did what they said. 
We say what they said, while in the same breath we 
say, too, that it is impossible to do it. 

In every way, the dependence of man on a special 
heavenly Providence was a matter of sure and certain 
conviction with them. Telemachus appeals to the 
belief in the Council at Ithaca. He questions it at 
Pylos, and is at once rebuked by Athene. Both in 
Tliad and Odyssey to live justly is the steady service 
which the gods require, and their favour as surely 
follows when that service is paid, as a Nemesis sooner 
or later follows surely, too, on the evil-doers. . 

But without multiplying evidence, as we easily 
might, from every part of both Iliad and Odyssey, 
the sceptical and the believing forms of thought 
and feeling on this very subject are made points of 
dramatic contrast, to show off the opposition of two 
separate characters; and this is clear proof that 
such thoughts and feelings must have been fami- 
liar to Homer’s hearers: if it were not so, his cha- 
racters would have been without interest to his 
age—they would have been individual, and not uni- 
versal; and no expenditure of intellect, or passion, 
would have made men care to listen to him. The 
two persons who throughout the Iliad stand out 
in relief in contrast to each other, are, of course, 
Hector and Achilles; and faith in God (as distinct 
from a mere recognition of him) is as directly the 
characteristic of Hector as in Achilles it is entirely 
absent. Both characters are heroic, but the heroism 
in them springs from opposite sources. Both are 
heroic, because both are strong; but the strength of 
one is in himself, and the strength of the other is inhis 
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faith. Hector is a patriot; Achilles does not know 
what patriotism means ;—Hector is full of tenderness 
and human affection; Achilles is self-enveloped. 
Even his love for Patroclus is not pure, for Patroclus 
is as the moon to the sun of Achilles, and Achilles 
sees his own glory reflected on hisfriend. They have 
both a forecast of their fate; but Hector, in his great 
brave way, scoffs at omens; he knows that there is a 
special providence in the fall of a sparrow, and defies 
augury. To do his duty is the only omen for which 
Hector cares; and if death must be, he can welcome 
it like a gallant man, if it find him fighting for his 
country. Achilles is moody, speculative, and sub- 
jective; he is too proud to attempt an ineffectual re- 
sistance to what he knows to be inevitable, but he 
alternately murmurs at it and scorns it. Till his 
passion is stirred by his friend’s death, he seems 
equally to disdain the greatness of life and the little- 
ness of it; the glories of a hero are not worth dying 
for; and like Solomon, and almost in Solomon’s words, 
he complains that there is one event to all— 
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To gratify his own spleen, he will accept an inglorious 
age in Thessaly, in exchange for a hero’s immor- 
tality ; as again in the end it is but to gratify his own 
wounded pride that he goes out to brave a fate 
which he scorns while he knows that it will subdue 
him. Thus, Achilles is the hero of the stern human, 
self-sufficing spirit, which does not deny or question 
destiny, but seeing nothing in it except a cold, iron 
law, meets force with force, and holds up against it an 
unbroken, unbending will, Human nature is at its 
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best but a miserable business to him; death and 
sorrow are its inevitable lot. As a brave man, he 
will not fear such things, but he will not pretend to 
regard them as anything but detestable; and he 
comforts the old, weeping king of Troy, whose age 
he was himself bringing down to the grave in sorrow, 
with philosophic meditations on the vanity of all 
things, and a picture of Zeus mixing the elements of 
life out of the two urns of good and evil. 

Turn to Hector, and we turn from shadow into 


sunlight. Achilles is all self, Hector all self-forget- . 


fulness; Achilles all pride, Hector all modesty. The 
confidence of Achilles is in himself and in his own 
arm; Hector knows (and the strongest expressions 
of the kind in all the Iliad are placed pointedly in 
Hector’s mouth) that there is no strength except from 
above... § God’s will,’ he says, ‘ is over all; he makes 
the strong man to fear, and gives the victory to the 
weak, if it shall please him.’ And at last, when he - 
meets Achilles, he answers his bitter words, not with 
a defiance, but calmly saying, ‘ I know that thou art 
mighty, and that my strength is far less than thine; 
but these things lie in the will of the gods, and I, 
though weaker far than thou, may yet take thy life 
from thee, if the immortals choose to have it so.’ 

So far, then, on the general fact of Divine Provi- 
dence, the feeling of Homer, and therefore of his 
countrymen, is distinct. Both the great poems bearing 
his name speak in the same language. But beyond 
the general fact, many questions rise in the applica- 
tion of the creed, and on one of these (it is among 
several remarkable differences which seem to mark 
the Odyssey as of a later age) there is a very singular 
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discrepancy. In the Iliad, the life of man on this 
side the grave is enough for the completion of his 
destiny—for his reward, if he lives nobly; for his 
punishment, if he be base or wicked. Without re- 
pinings or scepticisms at the apparent successes of 
bad men, the poet is contented with what he finds, 
accepting cheerfully the facts of life as they are; it 
never seems to occur to him as seriously possible that 
a bad man could succeed or a good one fail; and as 
the ways of Providence, therefore, require no vindi- 
cating, neither his imagination nor his curiosity 
tempts him into penetrating the future. The 
house of Hades is the long home to which men go 
when dismissed out of their bodies; but it is a dim, 
shadowy place, of which we see nothing, and con- 
cerning which no conjectures are ventured. Achilles, 
in his passion over Patroclus, cries out, that although 
the dead forget the dead in the halls of the departed, 
yet that he will remember his friend; and through 
the Iliad there is nothing clearer than these vague 
words to show with what hopes or fears the poet 
looked forward to death. So far, therefore, his faith 
may seem imperfect ; yet, perhaps, not the less noble 
because imperfect; religious men in general are too 
well contented with the promise of a future life, as of 
a scene where the seeming shortcomings of the 
Divine administration will be carried out with larger 
equity. But whether imperfect or not, or whatever | 
be the account of the omission, the theory of 
Hades in the Odyssey is developed into far greater 
distinctness; the future is still, indeed, shadowy, but 
it is no longer uncertain; there is the dreadful 
prison-house, with the judge upon his throne—and 
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the darker criminals are overtaken by the vengeance 
which was delayed in life. The thin phantoms of 
the great ones of the past flit to and fro, mourning 
wearily for their lost mortality, and feeding on its 
memory. And more than this, as if it were begin- 
ning to be felt that something more was wanted 
after all to satisfy us with the completeness of the 
Divine rule, we have a glimpse—it is but one, but it 
is like aray of sunshine falling in upon the darkness 
of the grave—‘ of the far-off Elysian fields where 
dwells Rhadamanthus with the golden hair, where 
life is ever sweet, and sorrow is not, nor winter, nor 
any rain or storm, and the never-dying zephyrs blow 
soft and cool from off the ocean.’ 

However vague the filling up of such a picture, 
the outline is correct to the best which has been 
revealed even in Christianity, and it speaks nobly for 
the people among whom, even in germ, such ideas 
could root themselves. But think what we will of 
their notions of the future, the old Greek faith, con- 
sidered as a practical and not a theological system, 
is truly admirable, clear, rational, and moral; if it 
does not profess to deal with the mysteries of evil 
in the heart, it is prompt and stern with them in 
their darker outward manifestations, and, as far as 
it goes, as a guide in the common daily business of 
hfe, it scarcely leaves anything unsaid. 

How far it went we shall see in the details of the 
life itself, the most important of which in the eyes of 
a modern will be the social organisation; and when 
he looks for organisation, he will be at once at a loss, 
for he will find the fact of government yet without 
defined form ;—he will find law, but without a public 
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sword to enforce it; and a ‘ social machine’ moving 
without friction under the easy control of opinion. 
There are no wars of classes, no politics, no oppo- 
sition of interests, a sacred feeling of the will of the 
gods keeping every one in his proper subordination. 
It was a sacred duty that the younger should obey 
the elder, that the servant should obey his master, 
that property should be respected; in war, that 
the leader should be obeyed without questioning ; 
in peace, that public questions should be brought 
before the assembly of the people, and settled quietly 
as the Council determined. In this assembly the 
prince presided, and beyond this presidency his 
authority at home does not seem to have extended. 
Of course there was no millennium in Ionia, and 
men’s passions were pretty much what they are now. 
Without any organised means of repressing crime 
when it did appear, the people were exposed to, 
and often suffered under, extreme forms of violence 
—violence such as that of the suitors at Ithaca, or of 
Aigisthus at Argos. On the other hand, what a state 
of cultivation it implies, what peace and comfort in 
all classes, when society could hold together for a 
day with no more complete defence. And, moreover, 
there are disadvantages in elaborate police systems. 
Self-reliance is one of the highest virtues in which 
this world is intended to discipline us ; and to depend 
upon ourselves even for our own personal safety is 
a large element in moral training. 

But not to dwell on this, and to pass to the way in 
which the men of those days employed themselves. 

Our first boy’s feeling with the Iliad is, that 
Homer is pre-eminently a poet of war; that battles 
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‘were his own passion, and tales of battles the delight 
of his listeners. His heroes appear like a great 
fighting aristocracy, such as the after Spartans were, 
Homer himself like another Tyrtzus, and the poorer 
occupations of life too menial for their notice or for 
his. They seem to live for glory—the one glory worth 
caring for only to be won upon the battle-field, and 
their exploits the one worthy theme of the poet’s 
song. This is our boyish impression, and, like other 
such, it is very different from the truth. If war 
had been a passion with the Ionians, as it was with 
the Teutons and the Norsemen, the god of battles 
would have been supreme in the Pantheon; and 
Zeus would scarcely have called Ares the most hate- 
ful spirit in Olympus—most hateful, because of his 
delight in war and carnage. Mr. Carlyle looks 
forward to a chivalry of labour. He rather wishes 
than expects that a time may come when the cam- 
paign of industry against anarchic nature may gather 
into it those feelings of gallantry and nobleness which 
have found their vent hitherto in fighting only. The 
modern man’s work, Mr. Carlyle says, is no longer to 
splinter lances or break down walls, but to break soil, 
to build barns and factories, and to find a high em- 
ployment for himself in what hitherto has been de- 
spised as degrading. Howto elevate labour—how to 
make it beautiful—how to enlist the spirit in it (for in 
no other way can it be made humanly profitable), that 
is the problem which he looks wistfully to the future 
to solve for us. He may look to the past as well as 
to the future; in the old Ionia he will find all for 
which he wishes. The wise Ulysses built his own 
house, and carved his own bed. Princes killed and 
N 2 
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cooked their own food. It was a holy work with 
them—their way of saying grace for it; for they 
offered the animal in his death to the gods, and they 
were not butchers, but sacrificing priests. Even a 
keeper of swine is called noble, and fights like a 
hero; and the young princess of Phoeacia—the love- 
liest and gracefullest of Homer’s women—drove the ~ 
clothes-cart and washed linen with her own beautiful 
hands. Not only was labour free—for so it was: 
among the early Romans; or honourable, so it was 
among the Israelites,—but it was beautiful—beauti- 
ful in the artist’s sense, as perhaps elsewhere it has 
never been. In later Greece—in what we call the 
glorious period—toil had gathered about it its modern 
crust of supposed baseness—it was left to slaves; 
and wise men, in their philosophic lecture-rooms, 
spoke of it as unworthy of the higher specimens of 
cultivated hymanity. 

But Homer finds, in its most homely forms, fit 
illustrations for the most glorious achievements of 
his heroes; and in every page we find, in simile or 
metaphor, some common scene of daily life worked 
out with elaborate beauty. What the popular poet 
chooses for his illustrations are as good a measure as 
we can have of the popular feeling, and the images 
which he suggests are, of course, what he knows his 
hearers will be pleased to dwell upon. There is 
much to be said about this, and we shall return to it 
presently; in the meantime, we must not build on 
indirect evidence. ‘The designs on the shield of 
Achilles are, together, a complete picture of Homer’s 
microcosm; Homer surely never thought inglorious 


Homer. 181 


or ignoble what the immortal art of Hephaistos con- 
descended to imitate. : 

The first groups of figures point a contrast which 
is obviously intentional; and the significance be- 
comes sadly earnest when we remember who it was 
that was to bear the shield. The moral is a very 
modern one, and the picture might be called by the 
modern name of Peace and War. There are two 
cities, embodying in their condition the two ideas. 
In one, a happy wedding is going forward ; the pomp 
of the hymeneal procession is passing along the 
streets; the air is full of music, and the women 
are standing at their doors to gaze. The other is in 
the terrors of a siege; the hostile armies glitter 
under the walls, the women and children press 
into the defence, and crowd to the battlements. 
In the first city, a quarrel rises, and wrong is made 
right, not by violence and fresh wrong, but by the 
majesty of law and order. The heads of the fami- 
lies are sitting gravely in the market-place, the cause 
is heard, the compensation set, the claim awarded. 
Under the walls of the other city an ambush lies, | 
like a wild beast on the watch for its prey. The 
unsuspecting herdsmen pass on with their flocks 
to the waterside; the spoilers spring from their 
hiding-place, and all is strife, and death, and horror, 
and confusion. If there were other war-scenes on 
the shield, it might be doubted whether Homer in- 
tended so. strong a contrast as he executed; but 
fighting for its own sake was evidently held in slight 
respect with him. The forms of life which were 
really beautiful to him follow in a series of exquisite 
Rubens-like pictures: harvest scenes and village 
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festivals; the ploughing and the vintage, or the 
lion-hunt on the reedy margin of the river; and he 
describes them with a serene, sunny enjoyment which 
no other old world art or poetry gives us anything 
in the least resembling. Even we ourselves, in our 
own pastorals, are struggling with but half success, 
after what Homer entirely possessed. What a 
majesty he has thrown into his harvest scene! The 
yellow corn falling, the boys following to gather up 
the large armsfull as they drop behind the reapers ; 
in the distance a banquet preparing under the trees ; 
in the centre, in the midst of his workmen, the king 
sitting in mellow silence, sceptre in hand, looking on 
with gladdened heart. Again we see the ploughmen, 
unlike what are to be seen in our corn-grounds, turn- 
ing their teams at the end of the furrow, and attend- 
ants standing ready with the wine-cup, to hand to 
them as they pass. Homer had seen these things, or 
he would not have sung of them; and princes and 
nobles might have shared such labour without shame, 
when kings took part in it, and gods designed it, and 
the divine Achilles bore its image among his insignia 
in the field. 3 

Analogous to this, and as part of the same feeling, 
is that intense enjoyment of natural scenery, so keen 
in Homer, and of which the Athenian poets show 
not a trace; as, for instance, in that night landscape 
by the sea, finished off in a few lines only, but so 
exquisitely perfect! The broad moon, gleaming 
through the mist as it parts suddenly from off the 
sky; the crags and headlands, and soft wooded slopes, 
shining out in the silver light, and earth and sea 
transformed into fairy land. 
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We spoke of Homer’s similes as illustrative of 
the Ionic feelings about war. War, of course, was 
glorious to him—but war in a glorious cause. Wars 
there were—wars in plenty, as there have been 
since, and as it is like there will be for some time to 
come; and a just war, of all human employments, 1s 
the one which most calls out whatever nobleness 
there isin man. It was the thing itself, the actual 
fighting and killing, as apart from the.heroism for 
which it makes opportunities, for which we said that 
he showed no taste. His manner shows that he felt 
like a cultivated man, and not like a savage. His 
spirit stirs in him as he goes out with his hero to 
the battle; but there is no drunken delight in blood ; 
we never hear of warriors as in that grim Hall of the 
Nibelungen, quenching their thirst in the red stream ; 
never anything of that fierce exultation in carnage 
with which the war poetry of so many nations, late 
and old, is crimsoned. Everything, on the contrary, 
is contrived so as to soften the merely horrible, and 
fix our interest only on what is grand or beautiful. 
We are never left to dwell long together on scenes of 
death, and when the battle is at its fiercest, our 
minds are called off by the rapid introduction (either 
by simile or some softer turn of human feeling) of 
other associations, not contrived, as an inferior artist 
would contrive, to deepen our emotions, but to soften 
and relieve them. ‘Two warriors meet, and exchange 
their high words of defiance; we hear the grinding 
of the spear-head, as it pierces shield and breast- 
_ plate, and the crash of the armour, as this or that 
hero falls. But at once, instead of being left at his 
side to see him bleed, we are summoned away to the 
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soft water meadow, the lazy river, the tall poplar, 
now waving its branches against the sky, now lying 
its length along in the grass beside the water, and 
the woodcutter with peaceful industry labouring and 
lopping at it. 

In the thick of the universal mélée, when the 
stones and arrows are raining on the combatants, and 
some furious hailstorm is the slightest illustration 
with which we should expect him to heighten the 
effect of the human tempest, so sure Homer is that 
he has painted the thing itself in its own intense 
reality, that his simile is the stillest phenomenon 
in all nature—a stillness of activity, infinitely ex- 
pressive of the density of the shower of missiles, yet 
falling like oil on water on the ruffled picture of the 
battle ; the snow descending in the still air, covering 
first hills, then plains and fields and farmsteads; 
covering the rocks down to the very water’s edge, 
and clogging the waves as they roll in. Again, in 
that fearful death-wrestle at the Grecian wall, when 
gates and battlements are sprinkled over with blood, 
and neither Greeks nor Trojans can force their way 
against the other, we have, first, as an image of the 
fight itself, two men in the field, with measuring 
rods, disputing over a land boundary; and for the 
equipoise of the two armies, the softest of all home 
scenes, a poor working woman weighing out her wool 
before weaving it, to earn a scanty subsistence for 
herself and for her children. Of course the similes 
are not all of this kind; it would be monotonous if 
they were; but they occur often enough to mark 
their meaning. In the direct narrative, too, we see 
the same tendency. Sarpedon struck through the 
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thigh is borne off the field, the long spear trailing 
from the wound, and there is too much haste to draw 
it out. Hector flies past him and has no time to 
speak; all is dust, hurry, and confusion. Even 
Homer can only pause for a moment, but in three lines 
he lays the wounded hero under a tree, he brings a 
dear friend to his side, and we refresh ourselves in a 
beautiful scene, when the lance is taken out, and 
Sarpedon faints, and comes slowly back to life, with 
the cool air fanning him. We may look in vain 
- through the Nibelungen Lied for anything like this. 
The Swabian poet can be tender before the battle, but 
in the battle itself his barbaric nature is too strong for 
him, and he scents nothing but blood. In the Iliad, 
on the contrary, the very battles of the gods, grand 
and awful as they are, relieve rather than increase 
the human horror. In the magnificent scene, 
where Achilles, weary with slaughter, pauses on 
the bank of the Scamander, and the angry river 
god, whose course is checked by the bodies of the 
slain, swells up to revenge them and destroy him, 
the natural and the supernatural are so strangely 
blended, that when Poseidon lights the forest, and 
god meets god and element meets element, the con- 
vulsion is too tremendous to enhance the fierceness 
of Achilles; it concentrates the interest on itself, 
and Achilles and Hector, dying Trojan and pursuing 
Greek, for the time melt out and are forgotten. 

We do not forget that there is nothing of this 
kind, no relief, no softening, in the great scene at the 
conclusion of the Odyssey. All is stern enough and 
terrible enough there; more terrible, if possible, 
because more distinct, than its modern counterpart 
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in Criemhildas Hall. But there is an obvious reason 
for this, and it does not make against what we have 
been saying. It is not delight in slaughter, but it is 
the stern justice of revenge which we have here; 
not, as in the Iliad, hero meeting hero, but the long 
crime receiving at last its Divine punishment; the 
breaking of the one storm, which from the beginning 
has been slowly and awfully gathering. 

‘With Homer’s treatment of a battle-field, and as 
illustrating the conclusion which we argue from it, 
we are tempted to draw parallels from two modern 
poets—one a German, who was taken away in the 
morning of his life; the other, the most gifted of 
modern Englishmen. Hach of these two has at- 
tempted the same subject, and the treatment in each 
case embodies, in a similar manner, modern ways of 
thinking about it. 

The first is from the ‘ Albigenses’ of young Lenau, 
who has since died lunatic, we have heard, as he 
was not unlikely to have died with such thoughts 
in him. It is the eve of one of those terrible 
struggles at Toulouse, and the poet’s imagina- 
tion is hanging at moon-rise over the scene. ‘ The 
low broad field scattered over thick with corpses, all 
silent, dead,—the last sob  spent,’—the priest’s 
thanksgiving for the Catholic victory having died 
into an echo, and only the ‘ vultures crying their Te 
Deum laudamus.’ 

Hat Gott der Herr den Korperstoff erschaffen, 
Hat ihn hervorgebracht ein bdser Geist, 
Dariber stritten sie mit allen Waffen 

Und werden von den Vogeln nun gespeist, 


Die, ohne ihren Ursprung nachzufragen, 
Die Korper da sich lassen wohl behagen. 
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‘Was it God the Lord who formed the substance 
of their bodies? or did some evil spirit bring it forth ? 
It was for this with all their might they fought, and 
now they are devoured there by the wild birds, who 
sit gorging merrily over their carrion, without asking 
from whence vt came.’ 

In Homer, as we saw, the true hero is master over 
death—death has no terror for him. He meets it, if 
it is to be, calmly and proudly, and then it is over; 
whatever offensive may follow after it, is concealed, or 
at least passed lightly over. Here, on the contrary, | 
everything most offensive is dwelt ‘upon with an 
agonising intensity, and the triumph of death is 
made to extend, not over the body only, but over the 
soul; whose heroism it turns to mockery. The cause 
in which a man dies, is what can make his death 
beautiful ; but here nature herself, in her stern, awful 
way, is reading her sentence over the cause itself as a 
wild and frantic dream. We ought to be revo]ted— 
doubly revolted, one would think, and yet we are not 
so; instead of being revolted, we are affected with a 
sense of vast, sad magnificence. Why is this? Be- 
cause we lose sight of the scene, or lose the sense of 
its horror, in the tragedy of the spirit. It is the true 
modern tragedy; the note which sounds through 
Shakespeare’s ‘ Sonnets,’ through ‘ Hamlet,’ through 
‘Faust;’ all the deeper trials of the modern heart 
might be gathered out of those few lines; the sense 
of wasted nobleness—nobleness spending its energies 
upon what time seems to be pronouncing no better 
than a dream—at any rate, misgivings, sceptic and 
distracting; yet the heart the while, in spite of the 
uncertainty of the issue, remaining true at least to 
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itself. If the spirit of the Albigensian warriors had 
really broken down, or if the poet had pointed his 
lesson soas to say, Truth is a lie; faith is folly; eat, 
drink, and die,—then his picture would have been 
revolting; but the noble spirit remains, though it is 
borne down and trifled with by destiny, and there- 
fore it is not revolting, but tragic. 

Far different from this—as far inferior in tone to 
Lenau’s lines, as it exceeds them in beauty of work- 
manship—is the well-known picture of the scene 
under the wall in the Siege of Corinth :— 


He saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 

Hold o’er the dead their carnival ; 

Gorging and growling o’er carcass and limb ; 

They were too busy to bark at him! 

From a Tartar’s skull they had stripp‘d the flesh, 

As ye peel the fig when its fruit is fresh ; 

And their white tusks crunch’d o’er the whiter skull, 

As it slipp’d through their jaws when their edge grew dull, 
As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead, 

When they scarce could rise from the spot where they fed ; 
So well had they broken a lingering fast 

With those who had fallen for that night’s repast. 

And Alp knew, by the turbans that roll’d on the sand, 
The foremost of these were the best of his band: 


The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw, . 

The hair was tangled round his jaw. 

Close by the shore, on the edge of the gulf, 
There sate a vulture flapping a wolf, 

Who had stolen from the hills, but kept away, 
Scared by the dogs, from the human prey ; 
But he seized on his share of a steed that lay, 
Pick’d by the birds, on the sands of the bay. 


For a parallel to the horribleness of this wonder- 
fully painted scene we need not go to the Nibelungen, 
for we shall find nothing like it there: we must go 
back to the carved slabs which adorned the banquet 
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halls of the Assyrian kings, where the foul birds 
hover over the stricken fields, and trail from their 
talons the entrails of the slain. 

And for what purpose does Byron introduce these 
frightful images? Was it in contrast to the exqui- 
site moonlight scene which tempts the renegade out 
of his tent? Was it to bring his mind into a fit 
condition to be worked upon by the vision of Fran- 
cesca? It does but mar and untune the softening; 
influences of nature, which might have been rendered 
more powerful, perhaps, by some slight touch to 
remind him of his past day’s work, but are blotted 
out and paralysed by such a mass of horrors. 

To go back to Homer. 

We must omit for the present any notice of the 
domestic pictures, of which there are so many, in the 
palaces of Ulysses, of Nestor, or of Alcinous ; of the 
games, so manly, yet, in point of refinement, so supe- 
rior even to those of our own middle ages; of the 
supreme good of life as the Greeks conceived it, and of 
the arts bywhich they endeavoured torealise that good. 
It is useless to notice such things briefly, and the 
detail would expand into a volume. But the impres- 
sion which we gather from them is the same which we 
have gathered all along—that if the proper aim of all 
human culture be to combine, in the highest measure 
in which they are compatible, the two elements of 
refinement and of manliness, then Homer’s age was 
cultivated to a degree the like of which the earth has 
not witnessed since. There. was more refinement 
under Pericles, as there is more in modern London 
and Paris; but there was, and there is, infinitely 
more vice. There was more fierceness (greater 
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manliness there never was) in the times of feudalism. 
But take it for all in all, and in a mere human sense, 
apart from any other aspect of the world which is 
involved in Christianity, it is difficult to point to a 
time when life in general was happier, and the cha- 
racter of man set in a more noble form. If we have 
drawn the picture with too little shadow, let it be 
allowed for. The shadow was there, doubtless, though 
- we see it only in a few dark spots. The Margites 
would have supplied the rest, but the Margites, un- 
happily for us,is lost. Even heroes have their little- 
nesses, and Comedy is truer to the details of littleness 
than Tragedy or Epic. The grand is always more or 
less ideal, and the elevation of a moment is sublimed 
into the spirit of a life. Comedy, therefore, is essen- 
tial for the representing of men; and there were 
times, doubtless, when the complexion of Agamem- 
non’s greatness was discoloured, like Prince Henry’s, 
by remembering, when he was weary, that poor crea- 
ture—small beer—e. if the Greeks had got any. 

A more serious discoloration, however, we are 
obliged to say that we find in Homer himself, in the 
soil or taint which even he is obliged to cast over the 
position of women. In the Iliad, where there is no 
sign of male slavery, women had already fallen under 
the chain, and though there does not seem to have 
been any practice of polygamy, the female prisoners 
fell, as a matter of course, into a more degraded 
position. It is painful, too, to observe that their own 
feelings followed the practice of the times, and 
that they composed themselves to bear without 
reluctance whatever their destiny forced upon 
them. When Priam ventured into the Grecian 
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camp for Hector’s body, and stood under the 
roof of Achilles, he endured to do what, as he says, 
no mortal father had ever yet endured—to give his 
hand to his son’s destroyer. Briseis, whose bed was 
made desolate by the hand of the same Achilles, finds 
it her one greatest consolation, that the conqueror 
stoops to choose her to share his own. And when 
Hector in his last sad parting scene anticipates a like 
fate for his own Andromache, it is not with the re- 
volted agony of, horror with which such a possible 
future would be regarded by a modern husband ; nor 
does Andromache, however bitterly she feels the 
danger, protest, as a modern wife would do, that there 
was no fear for her—that death by sorrow’s hand, or 
by her own, would preserve her to rejoin him. 

Nor, again, was unfaithfulness, of however long 
duration, conclusively fatal against a wife; for we 
meet Helen, after a twenty years’ elopement, again 
the quiet, hospitable mistress in the Spartan palace, 
entertaining her husband’s guests with an easy ma- 
tronly dignity, and not afraid even in Menelaus’s 
presence to allude to the past—in strong terms of 
self-reproach, indeed, but with nothing like despairing 
prostration. Making the worst of this, however, yet 
even in this respect the Homeric Greeks were better 
than their contemporaries in Palestine; and on 
the whole there was, perhaps, no time anterior to 
Christianity when women held a higher place, or 
the relation between wife and husband was of a more 
free and honourable kind. 

For we have given but one side of the picture. When 
a woman can be the theme ofa poet, her nature cannot 
be held in slight esteem; and there is no doubt that 
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Penelope is Homer’s heroine in the Odyssey. One 
design, at least, which Homer had before him was to 
vindicate the character of the virtuous matron against 
the stain which Clytemnestra had inflicted on it. 
Clytemnestra has every advantage, Penelope every 
difficulty : the trial of the former lasted only half as 
long as that of the latter. Agamemnon in leaving 
her gave herself and his house in charge to a divine 
ao.bos, a heaven-inspired prophet, who should stand 
between her and temptation, and whom she had to 
murder before her passion could have its way. Pene- 
lope had to bear up alone for twenty weary years, 
' without a friend, without a counsellor, and with even 
a child whose constancy was wavering. It is obvious 
that Homer designed this contrast. The story of the 
Argos tragedy is told again and again. The shade of 
Agamemnon himself forebodes a fate like his own to 
Ulysses. It is Ulysses’s first thought when he wakes 
from his sleep to find himself in his own land; and 
the scene in Hades, in the last book, seems only in- 
troduced that the husband of Clytemnestra may meet 
the shades of the Ithacan suitors, and learn, in their 
own tale of the sad issue of their wooing, how far 
otherwise it had fared with Ulysses than with him- 
self. Women, therefore, according to Homer, were 
as capable of heroic virtue as men were, and the 
ideal of this heroism is one to which we have scarcely 
added. 

For the rest, there is no trace of any oriental 
seraglio system. The sexes lived together in easy 
unaffected intercourse. The ladies appeared in 
society naturally and gracefully, and their chief occu- 
pations were household matters, care of clothes and 
linen, and other domestic arrangements. When a 
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guest came, they prepared his dressing-room, settled 
the bath, and arranged the convenience of his toilet- 
table. In their leisure hours, they were to be found, 
as now, in the hall or the saloon, and their work- 
table contained pretty much the same materials. 
Helen was winding worsted as she entertained Tele- 
machus, and Andromache ‘worked roses in very 
modern cross-stitch. A literalist like Mr. Mackay, 
who finds out that the Israelites were cannibals, 
from such expressions as ‘ drinking the blood of the 
slain,’ might discover, perhaps, a similar unpleasant 
propensity in an excited wish of Hecuba, that she 
might eat the heart of Achilles; but in the absence 
of other evidence, it is unwise in either case to press 
a metaphor; and the food of ladies, wherever Homer 
lets us see it, is very innocent cake and wine, with 
such fruits as were in season. To judge by Nausicaa, 
their breeding must have been exquisite. Nausicaa 
standing still, when the uncouth figure of Ulysses 
emerged from under the wood, all sea slime and 
nakedness, and only covered with a girdle of leaves— 
standing still to meet him when the other girls ran 
away tittering and terrified, is the perfect conception of 
true female modesty ; and in the whole scene between 
them, Homer shows the most finished understanding 
of the delicate and tremulous relations which occur 
occasionally in the accidents of intercourse between 
highly cultivated men and women, and which he 
could only have learnt by living in a society where 
men and women met and felt in the way which he 
has described. . 

Who, then, was Homer? What was he? When | 
did he live? Histery has absolutely nothing to 
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answer. His poems were not written; for the art of 
writing (at any rate for a poet’s purpose) was un- 
known to him. There is a vague tradition that the 
Tliad, and the Odyssey, and a comic poem called the 
Margites, were composed by an Ionian whose name 
was Homer, about four hundred years before Hero- 
dotus, or in the ninth century B.c. We know cer- 
tainly that these poems were preserved by the Rhap- 
sodists, or popular reciters, who repeated them at 
private parties or festivals, until writing came into 
use, and they were fixed in a less precarious form. 
A later story was current, that we owe the collec- 
tion to Pisistratus; but an exclusive claim for him 
was probably only Athenian conceit. It is incredible 
that men of genius in Homer’s own land—Alczus, 
for instance—should have left such a work to be 
done by a foreigner. But this is really all which 
is known; and the creation of the poems les in im- 
penetrable mystery. Nothing remains to guide us, 
therefore, except internal evidence (strangely enough, 
it is the same with Shakespeare), and it has led to 
wild conclusions: yet the wildest is not without its 
use ; it has commonly something to rest upon; and 
internal evidence is only really valuable when out- 
ward testimony has been sifted to the uttermost. 
The present opinion seems to be, that each poem is 
unquestionably the work of one man; but whether 
both poems are the work of the same is yet sub 
judice. The Greeks believed they were; and that 
is much. There are remarkable points of resem- 
blance in style, yet not greater than the resem- 
blances in the ‘Two Noble Kinsmen’ and in the 
‘Yorkshire Tragedy’ to ‘Macbeth’ and ‘Hamlet;’ and 
there are more remarkable points of non-resemblance, 
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which deepen upon us the more we read. On the 
other hand, tradition is absolute. If the style of the 
Odyssey is sometimes unlike the Iliad, so is one part 
of the Iliad sometimes unlike another. It is hard to 
conceive a genius equal to the creation of either 
Iliad or Odyssey to have existed without leaving at 
least a legend of his name; and the difficulty of 
criticising style accurately in an old language will be 
appreciated by those who have tried their hand in 
their own language with the disputed plays of Shake- 
speare. There are heavy difficulties every way; and 
we shall best conclude our own subject by noting 
down briefly the most striking points of variation of 
which as yet no explanation has been attempted. 
We have already noticed several: the non-appearance 
of male slavery in the Diad which is common in the 
Odyssey; the notion of a future state ; and perhaps 
a fuller cultivation in the female character. Andro- 
mache is as delicate as Nausicaa, but she is not as 
grand as Penelope; and in marked contrast to the 
feeling expressed by Briseis, 1s the passage where the 
grief of Ulysses over the song of Demodocus is com- 
pared to the grief of a young wife flinging herself on 
the yet warm body of her husband, and looking 
forward to her impending slavery with feelings of 
horror and repulsion. But these are among the 
slightest points in which the two poems are dissimilar. 
Not only are there slaves in the Odyssey, but there 
are Ores, or serfs, an order with which we are fami- 
liar in later times, but which again are not in the 
Iliad. In the Odyssey the Trojans are called éri8yropes 
irmwv, which must mean riders. In the Iliad, horses 


are never ridden; they are always in harness. 
02 
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Wherever in the Odyssey the Trojan war is alluded 
to (and it is very often), in no one case is the allusion 
to anything which is mentioned in the [liad. 
We hear of the wooden horse, the taking of Troy, 
the death of Achilles, the contention of Ulysses with 
Ajax for his arms. It might be said that the poet 
wished to supply afterwards indirectly what he had 
left in the Iliad untold; but again, this is impossible, 
for a very curious reason. The Iliad opens with the 
wrath of Achilles, which caused such bitter woe to 
the Achaians. In the Odyssey it is still the wrath of 
Achilles; but singularly not with Agamemnon, but 
with Ulysses. Ulysses to the author of the Odyssey 
was a far grander person at Troy than he appears in 
the Iliad. In the latter poem he is great, but far 
from one of the greatest; in the other, he is evi- 
dently the next to Achilles; and it seems almost 
certain that whoever wrote the Odyssey was working 
from some other legend of the war. There were a 
thousand versions of it. The tale of Ilium was set to 
every lyre in Greece, and the relative position of the 
heroes was doubtless changed according to the sympa- 
thies or the patriotism of the singer. The character 
of Ulysses is much stronger in the Odyssey ; and even 
when the same qualities are attributed to him—his 
soft-flowing tongue, his cunning, and his eloquence— 
they are held in very different estimation. The 
Homer of the Iliad has little liking for a talker. 
Thersites is his pattern specimen of such; and it is 
the current scoff at unready warriors to praise their 
father’s courage, and then to add— 


GAAG Toy Udy 
yelvaro elo xépna waxy, dyopp 8é 7’ duelv. 


Homer. 197 


But the Phceacian Lord who ventured to reflect, in 
the Iliad style, on the supposed unreadiness of 
— Ulysses, is taught a different notion of human excel- 
lence. Ulysses tells him that he is a fool. ‘The 
gods,’ Ulysses says, ‘ do not give all good things to all 
men, and often a man is made unfair to look upon, 
but over his ill favour they fling, like a garland, a 
power of lovely speech, and the people delight to 
look on him. He speaks with modest dignity, and he 
shines among the multitude. As he walks through 
the city, men gaze on him as on a god.’ 

Differences like these, however, are far from deci- 
sive. The very slightest external evidence would 
weigh them all down together. Perhaps the follow- 
ing may be of more importance :— 

In both poems there are ‘ questionings of destiny,’ 
as the modern phrase goes. The thing which we call 
human life is looked in the face—this little chequered 
island of lights and shadows, in the middle of an 
ocean of darkness; and in each we see the sort of 
answer which the poet finds for himself, and which 
might be summed up briefly in the last words of 
Kcclesiastes, ‘ Fear God,and keep his commandments: 
for this is the whole duty of man.’ But the world 
bears a different aspect, and the answer looks different 
in its application. In the Iliad, in spite of the gloom 
of Achilles, and his complaint of the double urn, the 
sense of life, on the whole, is sunny and cheerful. 
There is no yearning for anything beyond—nothing 
vague, nothing mystical. The earth, the men, the 
gods, have all a palpable reality about them. From 
first to last, we know where we are, and what we are 
about. In the Odyssey we are breathing another 
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atmosphere. The speculations on the moral myste- 
ries of our being hang like a mist over us from the 
beginning to the end ; and the cloud from time to time 
descends on the actors, and envelopes them with a 
preternatural halo. The poet evidently dislikes the ex- 
pression of ‘ suffering being the lot of mortals,’ as if it 
had been abused already for ungodly purposes. In the 
opening of the first book, Zeus reproves the folly of 
mortal men for casting the blame upon the gods, when 
they themselves, in spite of all the gods can do to 
save them, persist in their own perverseness; and we 
never know as we go on, so fast we pass from one to 
the other, when we are among mere human beings, 
and when among the spiritual or the mystical. Those 
sea-nymphs, those cannibals, those enchantresses, if 
intended to be real, are neither mortal nor divine—at 
any rate, like nothing divine which we had seen in 
Olympus, or on the plains of Ilium; and at times 
there is a strangeness even in the hero himself. 
Sometimes it is Ulysses painfully toiling his way 
home across the unknown ocean; sometimes it is we 
that are Ulysses, and that unknown ocean is the life 
across which we are wandering, with too many Circes, 
and Sirens, and ‘Isles of Error’ in our path. In the 
same spirit death is no longer the end; and on every 
side long vistas seem to stretch away into the infinite, 
peopled with shadowy forms. 

But, as if this palpable initiation into the unseen 
were still insufficient or unconvincing, the common 
ground on which we are treading sometimes shakes 
under us, and we feel as Humboldt describes 
himself to have felt at the first shock of an earth- 
quake. Strange pieces of mysterious wildness are let 
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fall in our way, coming suddenly on us like spectres, 
and vanishing without explanation or hint of their 
purpose. What are those Phceacian ships meant 
for, which required neither sail nor oar, but of their 
own selves read the hearts of those they carried, and 
bore them wherever they would go ?—or the wild end 
of the ship which carried Ulysses home ?—or that ter- 
rible piece of second sight in the Hall at Ithaca, for 
which the seer was brought from Pylos ?—or those 
islands, one of which is for ever wasting while another 
is born into being to complete the number ?— or those 
mystical sheep and oxen, which knew neither age nor 
death, nor ever had offspring born to them, and whose 
flesh upon the spits began to crawl and bellow ?—or 
Helen singing round the horse inside the Trojan 
walls, when every Grecian chief’s heart fainted in him 
as he thought he heard the voice of his own dear wife 
far away beyond the sea ? 

In the far gates of the Loestrygones, ‘ where such a 
narrow rim of night divided day from day, that a man 
who needed not sleep might earn a double hire, and the 
cry of the shepherd at evening driving home his flock 
was heard by the shepherd going out in the morning to 
pasture,’ we have, perhaps, some tale of a Pheenician 
mariner, who had wandered into the North Seas, and 
seen ‘the Norway sun set into sunrise.’ But what 
shall we say to that Syrian isle, ‘where disease is 
not, nor hunger, nor thirst, and where, when men 
grow old, Apollo comes with Artemis, and slays them 
with his silver bow?’ ‘There is nothing in the Iliad 
like any of these stories. 

Yet, when all is said, it matters little who wrote 
the poems. Each is so magnificent, that to have 
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written both could scarcely have increased the 
greatness of the man who had written one; and 
if there were two Homers, the earth is richer by 
one more divine-gifted man than we had known. 
After all, it is perhaps more easy to believe that the 
differences which we seem to see arise from Homer’s 
own choice of the material which best suited two 
works so different, than that nature was so largely 
prodigal as to have created in one age and in one 
people two such men; for whether one or two, the 
authors of the Iliad and the Odyssey stand alone 
with Shakespeare far away above mankind. 
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THE LIVES. OF THE SAINTS. 


1850. 


Ir the enormous undertaking of the Bollandist 
editors had been completed, it would have contained 
the histories of 25,000 saints. So many the Catholic 
Church acknowledged and accepted as her ideals—as 
men who had not only done her honour by the 
eminence of their sanctity, but who had received while 
on earth an openly divine recognition of it in gifts of 
supernatural power. And this vast number is but a 
selection; the editors chose only out of the mass 
before them what was most noteworthy and trust- 
worthy, and what was of catholic rather than of 
national interest. It is no more than a fraction 
of that singular mythology which for so many ages 
delighted the Christian world, which is still held in 
external reverence among the Romanists,. and of 
which the modern historians, provoked by its feeble 
supernaturalism, and by the entire absence of critical 
ability among its writers to distinguish between fact 
and fable, have hitherto failed to speak a reasonable 
word. Of the attempt in our own day to revive an 
interest in them we shall say little in this place. 
The ‘ Lives’ have no form or beauty to give them attrac- 
tion in themselves ; and for their human interest the 
broad atmosphere of the world suited ill with these 
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delicate plants, which had grown up under the shadow 
of the convent wall; they were exotics, not from. 
another climate, but from another age; the breath of 
scorn fell on them, and having no root in the hearts 
and beliefs of men any more, but only in the senti- 
mentalities and make-beliefs, they withered and sank. 
And yet, in their place as historical phenomena, the 
legends of the saints are as remarkable as any of the 
Pagan mythologies; to the full as remarkable, per- 
haps far more so, if the length and firmness of hold 
they once possessed on the convictions of mankind is 
to pass for anything in the estimate—and to our- 
selves they have a near and peculiar interest, as 
spiritual facts in the growth of the Catholic faith. 
Philosophy has rescued the old theogonies from 
ridicule; their extravagancies, even the most gro- 
tesque of them, can be now seen to have their root in 
an idea, often a deep one, representing features of 
natural history or of metaphysical speculation, and 
we do not laugh at them any more. In their origin, 
they were the consecration of the first-fruits of know- 
ledge; the expression of a real reverential belief. 
Then time did its work on them; knowledge grew, 
and they could not grow; they became monstrous 
and mischievous, and were driven out by Christianity 
with scorn and indignation. But it is with human 
institutions as it is with men themselves; we are 
tender with the dead when their power to hurt us has 
passed away; and as Paganism can never more be 
dangerous, we have been able to command a calmer 
attitude towards it, and to detect under its most re- 
pulsive features sufficient latent elements of genuine 
thought to satisfy us that even in their darkest 
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aberrations men are never wholly given over to false- 
hood and absurdity. When philosophy has done for 
medieval mythology what it has done for Hesiod and 
for the Edda, we shall find there also at least as 
deep a sense of the awfulness and mystery of life, 
and we shall find a moral element which the Pa- 
gans never had. The lives of the saints are always 
simple, often childish, seldom beautiful; yet, as 
Goethe observed, if without beauty, they are always 
good. : 

And as a phenomenon, let us not deceive our- 
selves on the magnitude of the Christian hagiology. 
The Bollandists were restricted on many sides. | 
They took only what was in Latin—while every 
country in Kurope had its own home growth in 
its own language—and thus many of the most 
characteristic of the lives are not to be found at all 
in their collection. And again, they took but one 
life of each saint, composed in all cases late, and com- 
piled out of the mass of various shorter lives which 
had grown up in different localities out of popular 
tradition ; so that many of their longer productions 
have an elaborate literary character, with an appear- 
ance of artifice, which, till we know how they came 
into existence, might blind us to the vast width 
and variety of the traditionary sources from which 
they are drawn. In the twelfth century there were 
sixty-six lives extant of St. Patrick alone; and that 
in a country where every parish had its own special 
saint and special legend of him. These sixty-six 
lives may have contained (Mr. Gibbon says must have 
contained) at least as many thousand lies. Perhaps 
so. To severe criticism, even the existence of a single 
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apostle, St. Patrick, appears problematical. But at 
least there is the historical fact, about which there can 
be no mistake, that the stories did grow up in some 
way or other, that they were repeated, sung, listened to, 
written, and read; that these lives in Ireland, and all 
over Europe and over the earth, wherever the Catholic 
faith was preached, stories like these, sprang out of 
the heart of the people, and grew and shadowed over 
the entire believing mind of the Catholic world. 
Wherever church was founded, or soil was conse- 
crated for the long resting-place of those who had 
died in the faith; wherever the sweet bells of con- 
vent or of monastery were heard in the evening air, 
charming the unquiet world to rest and remembrance 
of God, there dwelt the memory of some apostle who 
had laid the first stone, there was the sepulchre of 
some martyr whose relics reposed beneath the altar, 
of some confessor who had suffered there for his 
Master’s sake, of some holy ascetic who in silent 
self-chosen austerity had woven a ladder there of 
prayer and penance, on which the angels of God were 
believed to have ascended and descended. It is not a 
phenomenon of an age or of a century; it is charac- 
teristic of the history of Christianity. From the time 
when the first preachers of the faith passed out from 
their homes by that quiet Galilean lake, to go to and 
fro over the earth, and did their mighty work, and at 
last disappeared and were not any more seen, these 
sacred legends began to grow. Those who had once 
known the Apostles, who had drawn from their lips the 
blessed message of light and life, one and all would 
gather together what fragments they could find of 
their stories. Rumours blew in from all the winds. 
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They had been seen here, had been seen there, in the 
farthest corners of the earth, preaching, contending, 
suffering, prevailing. Affection did not stay to scru- 
tinise. When some member of a family among 
ourselves is absent in some far place from which sure 
news of him comes slowly and uncertainly ; if he has 
been in the army, or on some dangerous expedition, or 
at sea, or anywhere where real or imaginary dangers 
stimulate anxiety; or when one is gone away from us 
altogether—fallen perhaps in battle—and when the 
story of his end can be collected but fitfully from 
strangers, who only knew his name, but had heard 
him nobly spoken of; the faintest threads are caught 
at; reports, the vagueness of which might be evident 
_ to indifference, are to love-strong grounds of confi- 
dence, and ‘ trifles light as air’ establish themselves as 
certainties. So, in those first Christian communities, 
travellers came through from east and west; legions on 
the march, or caravans of wandering merchants; and 
one had been in Rome, and seen Peter disputing with 
Simon Magus; another in India, where he had heard 
St. Thomas preaching to the Brahmins; a third 
brought with him, from the wilds of Britain, a staff 
which he had cut, as he said, from a thorn tree, the 
seed of which St. Joseph had sown there, and which 
had grown to its full size in a single night, making 
merchandise of the precious relic out of the credulity 
of the believers. So the legends grew, and were 
treasured up, and loved, and trusted; and alas! all 
which we have been able to do with them is to call 
them lies, and to point a shallow moral on the im- 
postures and credulities of the early Catholics. An 
Atheist could not wish us to say more. If we can really 
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believe that the Christian Church was made over in its 
very cradle to lies and to the father of lies, and was 
allowed to remain in his keeping, so to say, till yester- 
day, he will not much trouble himself with any faith 
which after such an admission we may profess to 
entertain. For, as this spirit began in the first age 
in which the Church began to have a history, so it 
continued so long as the Church as an integral body 
retained its vitality, and only died out in the degene- 
racy which preceded and which brought on the Re- 
formation. For fourteen hundred years these stories 
held their place, and rang on from age to age, from 
century to century; as the new faith widened its - 
boundaries, and numbered ever more and more great 
names of men and women who had fought and died 
for it, so long their histories, living in the hearts of 
those for whom they laboured, laid hold of them and 
filled them; and the devout imagination, possessed 
with what was often no more than the rumour of a 
name, bodied it out into life, and form, and reality. 
And doubtless, if we try them by any historical canon, 
we have. to say that quite endless untruths grew in 
this way to be believed among men; and not believed 
only, but held sacred, passionately and devotedly ; 
not filling the history books only, not only serving to 
amuse and edify the refectory, or to furnish matter 
for meditation in the cell, but claiming days for them- 
selves of special remembrance, entering into liturgies 
and inspiring prayers, forming the spiritual nucleus 
of the hopes and fears of millions of human souls. 
From the hard barren standing ground of the fact 
idolator, what a strange sight must be that still 
mountain-peak on the wild west Irish shore, where, 
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for more than ten centuries, a rude old bell and a 
carved chip of oak have witnessed, or seemed to wit- 
ness, to the presence long ago there of the Irish apostle ; 
and where, in the sharp crystals of the trap rock, a 
path has been worn smooth by the bare feet and bleed- 
ing knees of the pilgrims, who still, in the August 
weather, drag their painful way along it as they have 
done for a thousand years. Doubtless the ‘ Lives 
of the Saints’ are full of lies. Are there none in the 
Tliad? or in the legends of Aineas? Were the stories 
sung in the liturgy of Eleusis all so true? so true as 
fact? Are the songs of the Cid or of Siegfried true ? 
We say nothing of the lies in these; but why? Oh, it 
will be said, but they are fictions; they were never 
supposed to be true. But they were supposed to be true, 
to the full as true as the ‘Legenda Aurea.’ Oh, then, 
they are poetry ; and besides, they have nothing to do 
with Christianity. Yes, that is it; they have nothing 
to do with Christianity. Religion has grown such a 
solemn business with us, and we bring such long faces 
to it, that we cannot admit or conceive to be at all 
naturally admissible such a light companion as the 
imagination. The distinction between secular and 
religious has been extended even to the faculties ; 
and we cannot tolerate in others the fulness and 
freedom which we have lost or rejected for ourselves. 
- Yet it has been a fatal mistake with the critics. They 
found themselves off the recognised ground of Ro- 
mance and Paganism, and they failed to see the same 
principles at work, though at work with new materials. 
In the records of all human affairs, it cannot be too 
often insisted on that two kinds of truth run for ever 
side by side, or rather, crossing in and out with each 
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other, form the warp and the woof of the coloured 
web which we call history: the one, the literal and 
external truths corresponding to the eternal and as 
yet undiscovered laws of fact; the other, the truths of 
feeling and of thought, which embody themselves 
either in distorted pictures of outward things, or in 
some entirely new creation — sometimes moulding 
and shaping real history; sometimes taking the form 
of hervic biography, of tradition, or popular legend ; 
sometimes appearing as recognised fiction in the 
epic, the drama, or the novel. It is useless to tell us 
that this is to confuse truth and falsehood. We are 
stating a fact, not a theory; and if it makes truth 
and falsehood difficult to distinguish, that is nature’s 
fault, not ours. Fiction is only false, when it is false, 
not to fact, else how could it be fiction ? but when it 
is—to law. To try it by its correspondence to the real 
is pedantry. Imagination creates as nature creates, 
by the force which is in man, which refuses to be re- 
strained; we cannot help it, and we are only false 
when we make monsters, or when we pretend that our 
inventions are facts, when we substitute truths of one 
kind for truths of another; when we substitute,—and 
again we must say when we intentionally substitute : 
—whenever persons, and whenever facts seize strongly 
on the imagination (and of course when there is 
anything remarkable in them they must and will do 
so), invention glides into the images which form in 
our minds; so it must be, and so it ever has been, 
from the first legends of a cosmogony to the written 
life of the great man who died last year or cen- 
tury, or to the latest scientific magazine, We 
cannot relate facts as they are; they must first 


The Lives of the Saints. 209 


pass through ourselves, and we are more or less 
than mortal if they gather nothing in the transit. 
The great outlines alone lie around us as impera- 
tive and constraining; the detail we each fill up 
variously, according to the turn of our sympathies, 
the extent of our knowledge, or our general theories 
of things: and therefore it may be said that the only 
literally true history possible is the history which 
mind has left of itself in all the changes through 
which it has passed. 

Suetonius is to the full as extravagant and super- 
stitious as Surius, and Suetonius was most laborious 
and careful, and was the friend of Tacitus and 
Pliny. Suetonius gives us prodigies, where Surius 
has miracles, but that is all the difference; each 
follows the form of the supernatural which belonged 
to the genius of his age. Plutarch writes a life of 
Lycurgus, with details of his childhood, and of the 
trials and vicissitudes of his age; and the existence 
of Lycurgus is now quite as questionable as that of 
St. Patrick or of St. George of England. 

No rectitude of intention will save us from mis- 
takes. Sympathies and antipathies are but syno- 
nyms’ of prejudice, and indifference is impossible. 
Love is blind, and so is every other passion. Love 
believes eagerly what it desires; it excuses or passes 
lightly over blemishes, it dwells on what is beautiful ; 
while dislike sees a tarnish on what is brightest, and 
deepens faults into vices. Do we believe that all this 
is a disease of unenlightened times, and that in our 
strong sunlight only truth can get received )—then 
let us contrast the portrait, for instance, of Sir 
Robert Peel as it is drawn in the Free Trade Hall at 
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Manchester,* at the county meeting, and in the Oxford 
Common Room. It is not so. Faithful and literal 
history is possible only to an impassive spirit. Man 
will never write it, until perfect knowledge and per- 
fect faith in God shall enable him to see and endure 
every fact in its reality; until perfect love shall kindle 
in him under its touch the one just emotion which is 
in harmony with the eternal order of all things. 

How far we are in these days from approximating 
to such a combination we need not here insist. Criti- 
cism in the hands of men like Niebuhr seems to have 
accomplished great intellectual triumphs; and in 
Germany and France, and among ourselves, we have 
our new schools of the philosophy of history: yet 
their real successes have hitherto only been destruc- 
tive. When philosophy reconstructs, it does nothing 
but project its own idea; when it throws off tradition, 
it cannot work without a theory: and what is a theory 
but an imperfect generalisation caught up by a pre- 
disposition? What is Comte’s great division of the 
eras but a theory, and facts are but as clay in his 
hands, which he can mould to illustrate it, as every 
clever man will find facts to be, let his theory be 
what it will? Intellect can destroy, but it cannot 
restore life; call in the creative faculties—call in 
Love, Idea, Imagination, and we have living figures, 
but we cannot tell whether they are figures which 
ever lived before. The high faith in which Love and 
Intellect can alone unite in their fulness, has not 
yet found utterance in modern historians. 

The greatest man who has as yet given himself 
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to the recording of human affairs is, beyond ques- 
tion, Cornelius Tacitus. Alone in Tacitus a serene 
calinness of insight was compatible with intensity 
of feeling. He took no side; he may have been 
Imperialist, he may have been Republican, but he has 
left no sign whether he was either: he appears to 
have sifted facts with scrupulous integrity; to ad- 
minister his love, his scorn, his hatred, according 
only to individual merit: and his sentiments are 
rather felt by the reader in the life-like clearness of 
his portraits, than expressed in words by himself. Yet 
such a power of seeing into things was only possible 
to him, because there was no party left with which he 
could determinedly side, and no wide spirit alive in 
Rome through which he could feel. The spirit of 
Rome, the spirit of life had gone away to seek other 
forms, and the world of Tacitus was a heap of decaying 
institutions; a stage where men and women, as they 
themselves were individually base or noble, played over 
their little parts. Life indeed was come into the world, 
was working in it, and silently shaping the old dead 
corpse into fresh and beautiful being. Tacitus alludes 
to it once only, in one brief scornful chapter; and the 
most poorly gifted of those forlorn biographers whose 
unreasoning credulity was piling up the legends of 
St. Mary and the Apostles, which now drive the eccle- 
siastical historian to despair, knew more, in his divine 
hope and faith, of the real spirit which had gone 
out among mankind, than the keenest and gravest 
intellect which ever set itself to contemplate them. 
And now having in some degree cleared the ground 
of difficulties, let us go back to the Lives of the 
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will disbelieve his stories ; but we will not call Bede a 
liar, even though he prefaces his life with a declara- 
tion that he has set down nothing but what he has 
ascertained on the clearest evidence. We are driven 
to no such alternative; our canons of criticism are 
different from Bede’s, and so are our notions of pro- 
bability. Bede would expect @ prior, and would 
therefore consider as sufficiently attested by a consent 
of popular tradition, what the oaths of living witnesses 
would fail to make credible to a modern English jury. 
We will call Bede a liar only if he put forward his 
picture of St. Cuthbert as a picture of a life which he 
considered admirable and excellent, as one after which 
he was endeavouring to model his own, and which he 
held up as a pattern of imitation, when in his heart 
he did not consider it admirable at all, when he was 
making no effort at the austerities which he was 
lauding. The histories of the saints are written as 
ideals of a Christian life; they have no elaborate and 
beautiful forms; single and straightforward as they 
are,—if they are not this they are nothing. For 
fourteen centuries the religious mind of the Catholic 
world threw them out as its form of hero worship, as 
the heroic patterns of a form of human life which each 
Christian within his own limits was endeavouring to 
realise. The first martyrs and confessors were to 
those poor monks what the first Dorian conquerors 
were in the war songs of Tyrtzus, what Achilles and 
Ajax and Agamemnon and Diomed were wherever 
Homer was sung or read; or in more modern times, 
what the Knights of the Round Table were in the 
halls of the Norman castles. The Catholic mind was 
expressing its conception of the highest human ex- 
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cellence; and the result is that immense and elabo- 
rate hagiology. As with the battle heroes, too, the 
inspiration lies in the universal idea; the varieties of 
character (with here and there an exception) are slight 
and unimportant; the object being to create exam- 
ples for universal human imitation. Lancelot or 
Tristram were equally true to the spirit of chivalry ; 
and Patrick on the mountain, or Antony in the desert, 
are equal models of patient austerity. The knights 
fight with giants, enchanters, robbers, unknightly 
nobles, or furious wild beasts; the Christians fight 
with the world, the flesh, and the devil. The knight 
leaves the comforts of home in quest of adventures, 
the saint in quest of penance, and on the bare rocks 
or in desolate wildernesses subdues the devil in his 
flesh with prayers and penances; and so alien is it 
all to the whole thought and system of the modern 
Christian, that he either rejects such stories altogether 
. as monks’ impostures, or receives them with dis- 
dainful wonder, as one more shameful form of super- 
stition with which human nature has insulted heaven 
and disgraced itself. 

Leaving, however, for the present, the meaning of 
monastic asceticism, it seems necessary to insist that 
there really was such a thing; there is no doubt 
about it. If the particular actions told of each saint 
are not literally true, as belonging to him, abundance 
of men did for many centuries lead the sort of life 
which saints are said to have led. We have got a no- 
tion that the friars were a snug, comfortable set, after 
all; and the life in a monastery pretty much like 
that in a modern university, where the old monks’ lan- 
guage and affectation of unworldliness does somehow 
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contrive to co-exist with as large a mass of 
bodily enjoyment as man’s nature can well appro- 
priate. Very likely this was the state into which 
many of the monasteries had fallen in the fifteenth 
century. It was a symptom of a very rapid disorder 
which had set in among them, and which promptly 
terminated in dissolution. But long, long ages lay 
behind the fifteenth century, in which, wisely or 
foolishly, these old monks and hermits did make 
themselves a very hard life of it; and the legend only 
exceeded the reality in being a very slightly idealised 
portrait. We are not speaking of the miracles; that 
is a wholly different question. When men knew little 
of the order of nature, whatever came to pass without 
an obvious cause was at once set down to influences 
beyond nature and above it; and so long as there 
were witches and enchanters, strong with the help of 
the bad powers, of course the especial servants of God 
would not be left without graces to outmatch and 
overcome the devil. And there were many other 
reasons why the saints should work miracles. They 
had done so under the old dispensation, and there 
was no obvious reason why Christians should be 
worse off than Jews. And again, although it be true, 
in the modern phrase, which is beginning to savour 
a little of cant, that the highest natural is the highest 
supernatural, nevertheless natural facts permit us to 
be so easily familiar with them, that they have an air 
of commonness; and when we have a vast idea to 
express, there is always a disposition to the extraar- 
dinary. But the miracles are not the chief thing ; 
nor ever were they so. Men did not become saints 
by working iniracles, but they worked miracles because 
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they had become saints; and the instructiveness and 
value of their lives lay in the means which they had 
used to make themselves what they were: and as we 
said, in this part of the business there is unquestion- 
able basis of truth—scarcely even exaggeration. We 
have documentary evidence, which has been filtered 
through the sharp ordeal of party hatred, of the way 
in which some men (and those, not mere ignorant 
fanatics, but men of vast mind and vast influence in 
their days) conducted themselves, where myth has 
no room to enter. We know something of the hair- 
' ghirt of Thomas 4 Becket; and there was another 
poor monk, whose asceticism imagination could not 
easily outrun; he who, when the earth’s mighty ones 
were banded together to crush him under their 
armed heels, spoke but one little word, and it fell 
among them like the spear of Cadmus; the strong 
ones turned their hands against each other, and the 
armies melted away; and the proudest monarch of 
the earth lay at that monk’s threshold three winter 
nights in the scanty clothing of penance, suing 
miserably for forgiveness. Or again, to take a fairer 
figure. There is a poem extant, the genuineness of 
which, we believe, has not been challenged, com- 
posed by Columbkill, commonly called St. Columba. 
He was a hermit in Arran, a rocky island in the 
Atlantic, outside Galway Bay; from which he was 
summoned, we do not know how, but in a manner 
which appeared to him to be a Divine call, to go 
away and be Bishop of Iona. The poem is a ‘ Fare- 
well to Arran,’ which he wrote on leaving it; and 
he lets us see something of a hermit’s life there. 
‘Farewell,’ he begins (we are obliged to quote from 
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memory), ‘along farewell to thee, Arran of my heart. 
Paradise is with thee; the garden of God within the 
sound of thy bells. The angels love Arran. Each 
day an angel comes there to join in its services.’ 
And then he goes on to describe his ‘ dear cell,’ and 
the holy happy hours which he had spent there, 
‘with the wind whistling through the loose stones, 
and the sea spray hanging on his hair.’ Arran is no 
better than a wild rock. It is strewed over with the 
ruins which may still be seen of the old hermitages ; 
and at their best they could have been but such places 
as sheep would huddle under in a storm, and shiver 
in the cold and wet which would pierce through the 
chinks of the walls. 

Or, if written evidence be too untrustworthy, there 
are silent witnesses which cannot lie, that tell the 
same touching story. Whoever loiters among the 
ruins of a monastery will see, commonly leading out 
of the cloisters, rows of cellars half under-ground, 
low, damp, and wretched-looking; an earthen floor, 
bearing no trace of pavement; a roof from which the 
mortar and the damp keep up (and always must have 
kept up) a perpetual ooze; for a window a narrow 
slip in the wall, through which the cold and the wind 
find as free an access as the light. Such as they are, 
a well-kept dog would object to accept a night’s 
lodging in them; and if they had been prison cells, 
thousands of philanthropic tongues would have trum- 
peted out their horrors. The stranger perhaps sup- 
poses that they were the very dungeons of which he 
has heard such terrible things. He asks his guide, 
and his guide tells him they were the monks’ dormi- 
tories. Yes; there on that wet soil, with that drip- 
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ping roof above them, was the self-chosen home of 
those poor men. Through winter frost, through rain 
and storm, through summer sunshine, generation 
after generation of them, there they lived and prayed, 
and at last lay down and died. 

It is all gone now—gone as if it had never been; 
and it was as foolish as, if the attempt had succeeded, 
it would have been mischievous, to revive a devotional 
interest in the Lives of the Saints. It would have 
produced but one more unreality in an age already 
too full of such. No one supposes we should have 
set to work to live as they lived; that any man, how- 
ever earnest in his religion, would have gone looking 
for earth floors and wet dungeons, or wild islands to 
live in, when he could get anything better. Either 
we are wiser, or more humane, or more self-indulgent; 
at any rate we are something which divides us from 
medieval Christianity by an impassable gulf which 
this age or this epoch will not see bridged over. 
Nevertheless, these modern hagiologists, however 
- wrongly they went to work at it, had detected, and 
were endeavouring to fill, a very serious blank.in our 
educational system ; a very serious blank indeed, and 
one which, somehow, we must contrive to get filled if 
the education of character is ever to be more than a 
name with us. To try and teach people how to live 
without giving them examples in which our rules are 
illustrated, is like teaching them to draw by the rules 
of perspective, and of light and shade, without designs 
in which to study the effects ; or to write verse by the 
laws of rhyme and metre, without song or poem in 
which rhyme and metre are exhibited. It is a 
principle which we have forgotten, and it is one 
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which the old Catholics did not forget. We do not 
mean that they set out with saying to themselves, 
‘We must have examples, we must have ideals ;’ very 
likely they never thought about it at all; love for 
their holy men, and a thirst to know about them, 
produced the histories ; and love unconsciously work- 
ing gave them the best for which they could have 
wished. The boy at school at the monastery, the 
young monk disciplining himself as yet with difficulty 
under the austerities to which he had devoted him- 
self, the old one halting on toward the close of his 
pilgrimage,—all of them had before their eyes, in the 
legend of the patron saint, a personal realisation of 
all they were trying after; leading them on, beckon- 
ing to them, and pointing, as they stumbled among 
their difficulties, to the marks which his own foot- 
steps had left, as he had trod that hard path before 
them. It was as if the Church was for ever saying to 
them :—‘ You have doubts and fears, and trials and 
temptations, outward and inward; you have sinned, 
perhaps, and feel the burden of your sin. Here was 
one who, like you, i this very spot, under the same 
sky, treading the same soil, among the same hills 
and woods and rocks and rivers, was tried like you, 
tempted like you, sinned like you; but here he prayed, 
and persevered, and did penance, and washed out his 
sins; he fought the fight, he vanquished the Evil One, 
he triumphed, and now he reigns a saint with Christ 
in heaven. The same ground which yields you your 
food, once supplied him; he breathed, and lived, and 
felt, and died here; and now, from his throne in the sky, 
he is still looking lovingly down on his children, mak- 
ing intercession for you that you may have grace to 
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follow him, that by-and-by he may himself offer you 
at God’s throne as his own.’ It is impossible to 
measure the influence which a personal reality of this 
kind must have exercised on the mind, thus daily and 
hourly impressed upon it through a life; there is 
nothing vague any more, no abstract excellences to 
strain after; all is distinct, personal, palpable. It is 
no dream. The saint’s bones are under the altar ; 
nay, perhaps, his very form and features undissolved. 
Under some late abbot the coffin may have been 
opened and the body seen without mark or taint of 
decay. Such things have been, and the emaciation 
of a saint will account for it without a miracle. Daily 
some incident of his story is read aloud, or spoken of, 
or preached upon. In quaint beautiful forms it lives 
in light in the long chapel windows; and in the 
summer matins his figure, lighted up in splendour, 
gleams down on the congregation as they pray, or 
streams in mysterious tints along the pavement, clad, 
as it seems, in soft celestial glory, and shining as he 
shines in heaven. Alas, alas! where is it all gone? 
We are going to venture a few thoughts on the 
wide question, what possibly may have been the 
meaning of so large a portion of the human race, 
and so many centuries of Christianity, having been 
surrendered and seemingly sacrificed to the working 
out this dreary asceticism. If right once, then it is 
right now; if now worthless, then it could never have 
been more than worthless; and the energies which 
spent themselves on it were like corn sown upon the 
rock, or substance given for that which is not bread. 
We supposed ourselves challenged recently for our 
facts. Here is an enormous fact which there is no 
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evading. It is not to be slurred over with indolent 
generalities, with unmeaning talk of superstition, of 
the twilight of the understanding, of barbarism, and 
of nursery credulity ; it is matter for the philosophy 
of history, if the philosophy has yet been born which 
can deal with it; one of the solid, experienced facts 
in the story of mankind which must be accepted and 
considered with that respectful deference which all 
facts claim of their several sciences, and which will 
certainly not disclose its meaning (supposing it to 
have a meaning) except to reverence, to sympathy, 
to love. We must remember that the men who wrote 
these stories, and who practised these austerities, 
were the same men who composed our liturgies, who 
built our churches and our cathedrals—and the gothic 
cathedral is, perhaps, on the whole, the most magni- 
ficent creation which the mind of man has as yet 
thrown out of itself. If there be any such thing as a 
philosophy of history, real or possible, it is in virtue 
of there being certain progressive organising laws in 
which the fretful lives of each of us are gathered into 
and subordinated in some larger unity, through 
which age is linked to age, as we move forward, 
with an horizon expanding and advancing. And if 
this is true, the magnitude of any human pheno- 
menon is a criterion of its importance, and definite 
forms of thought working through long historic 
periods imply an effect of one of these vast laws— 
imply a distinct step in human progress. Something 
previously unrealised is being lived out, and rooted 
into the heart of mankind. 

Nature never half does her work. She goes over 
it, and over it, to make assurance sure, and makes 
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good her ground with wearying repetition. A single 
section of a short paper is but a small space to enter 
on so vast an enterprise; nevertheless, a few very 
general words shall be ventured as a suggestion of 
what this monastic or saintly spirit may possibly 
have meant. 

First, as the spirit of Christianity is antagonistic 
to the world, whatever form the spirit of the world 
assumes, the ideals of Christianity will of course be 
their opposite; as one verges into one extreme, the 
other will verge into the contrary. In those rough 
times the law was the sword; animal might of arm, 
and the strong animal heart which guided it, were 
the excellences which the world rewarded; and mo- 
nasticism, therefore, in its position of protest, would 
be the destruction and abnegation of the animal 
nature. The war hero in the battle or the tourney 
yard might be taken as the apotheosis of the fleshly 
man—the saint in the desert of the spiritual. 

But this interpretation is slight, imperfect, and if 
true at all only partially so. The animal and the 
spiritual are not contradictories; they are the com- 
plements in the perfect character; and in the middle 
ages, as in all ages of genuine earnestness, they 
interfused and penetrated each other. There were 
warrior saints and saintly warriors ; and those grand 
old figures which sleep cross-legged in the cathedral 
aisles were something higher than only one more 
form of the beast of prey. Monasticism represented 
something more positive than a protest against the 
world. We believe it to have been the realisation of 
the infinite loveliness and beauty of personal purity. 

In the earlier civilisation, the Greeks, however 
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genuine their reverence for the gods, do not seem to 
have supposed any part of their duty to the gods to 
consist in keeping their bodies untainted. Exquisite 
as was their sense of beauty, of beauty of mind as 
well as beauty of form, with all their loftiness and 
their nobleness, with their ready love of moral excel- 
lence when manifested, as fortitude, or devotion to 
liberty and to home, they had little or no idea of what 
we mean by morality. With a few rare exceptions, 
pollution, too detestable to be even named among 
ourselves, was of familiar and daily occurrence among 
their greatest men; was no reproach to philosopher 
or to statesman; and was not supposed to be in- 
compatible, and was not, in fact, incompatible with 
any of those especial excellences which we so admire 
in the Greek character. 

Among the Romans (that is, the early Romans of 
the republic), there was a sufficiently austere morality. 
A public officer of state, whose business was to en- 
quire into the private lives of the citizens, and to 
punish offences against morals, is a phenomenon 
which we have seen only once on this planet. There 
was never a nation before, and there has been none 
since, with sufficient virtue to endure it. But the 
Roman morality was not lovely for its own sake, nor 
excellent in itself. It was obedience to law, practised 
and valued, loved for what resulted from it, for the 
strength and rigid endurance which it gave, but not 
loved for itself. The Roman nature was fierce, rugged, 
almost brutal ; and it submitted to restraint as stern 
as itself, as long as the energy of the old spirit en- 
dured. But as soon as that energy grew slack—when 
the religion was no longer believed, and taste, as it 
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was called, came in, and there was no more danger 
to face, and the world was at their feet, all was swept 
away as before a whirlwind; there was no loveliness 
in virtue to make it desired, and the Rome of the 
Ceesars presents, in its later ages, a picture of enor- 
mous sensuality, of the coarsest animal desire, with 
means unlimited to gratify it.. In Latin literature, 
as little as in.the Greek, is there any sense of the 
beauty of purity. Moral essays on temperance we 
may find, and praise enough of the wise man whose 
passions and whose appetites are trained into obe- 
dience toreason. But this is no more than the philo- 
sophy of the old Roman life, which got itself expressed 
in words when men were tired of the reality. It in- 
volves no sense of sin. If sin could be indulged 
without weakening self-command, or without hurting 
other people, Roman philosophy would have nothing 
to say against it. 

The Christians stepped far out beyond philosophy. 
Without speculating on the why, they felt that indul- 
gence of animal passion did, in fact, pollute them, 
and so much the more, the more it was deliberate. 
Philosophy, gliding into Manicheism, divided the 
forces of the universe, giving the spirit to God, but 
declaring matter to be eternally and incurably evil ; 
and looking forward to the time when the spirit 
should be emancipated from the body, as the begin- 
ning of, or as the return to, its proper existence, a 
man like Plotinus took no especial care what became 
the meanwhile of its evil tenement of flesh. If the 
body sinned, sin was its element; it could not do 
other than sin; purity of conduct could not make the 
body clean, and no amount of bodily indulgence 
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could shed a taint upon the spirit—a very comfortable 
doctrine, and one which, under various disguises, 
has appeared a good many times on the earth. But 
Christianity, shaking all this off, would present the 
body to God as a pure and holy sacrifice, as so 
much of the material world conquered from the ap- 
petites and lusts, and from the devil whose abode 
they were. This was the meaning of the fastings 
and scourgings, the penances and night-watchings ; 
it was this which sent St. Anthony to the tombs and 
set Simeon on his pillar, to conquer the devil in the 
flesh, and keep themselves, if possible, undefiled by 
so much as one corrupt thought. 

And they may have been absurd and extravagant. 
When the feeling is stronger than the judgment, men 
are very apt to beextravagant. If, in the recoil from 
Manicheism, they conceived that a body of a saint 
thus purified had contracted supernatural virtue and 
could work miracles, they had not sufficiently attended 
to the facts, and so far are not unexceptionable wit- 
nesses to them. Nevertheless they did their work, 
and in virtue of it we are raised to a higher stage— 
we are lifted forward a mighty step which we can 
never again retrace. Personal purity is not the whole 
for which we have to care: it is but one feature in the 
ideal character of man. The monks may have thought 
it was all, or more nearly all than it is; and therefore 
their lives may seem to us poor, mean, and emasculate. 
Yet it is with life as it is with science; generations 
of men have given themselves exclusively to single 
branches, which, when mastered, form but a little 
section in a cosmic philosophy ; and in life, so slow is 
progress, it may take a thousand years to make good a 
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single step. Weary and tedious enough it seems when 
we cease to speak in large language, and remember 
the numbers of individual souls who have been at work 
at the process ; but who knows whereabouts we are in 
the duration of the race? Is humanity crawling out 
of the cradle, or tottering into the grave? Is it in 
nursery, in schoolroom, or in opening manhood? 


Who knows? It is enough for us to be sure of our 


steps when we have taken them, and thankfully to 
accept what has been done for us. Henceforth it is 
impossible for us to give our unmixed admiration to 
any character which moral shadows overhang. Hence- 
forth we require, not greatness only, but goodness ; 
and not that goodness only which begins and ends 
in conduct correctly regulated, but that love of good- 
ness, that keen pure feeling for it, which resides in 
uw conscience as sensitive and susceptible as woman’s 
modesty. 

So much for what seems to us the philosophy of this 
matter. If we are right, it is no more than a first 
furrow in the crust of a soil which hitherto the his- 
torians have been contented to leave in its barrenness. 
If they are conscientious enough not to trifle with the 
facts, as they look back on them from the luxurious 
self-indulgence of modern Christianity, they either 
revile the superstition or pity the ignorance which 
made such large mistakes on the nature of religion— 
and, loud in their denunciations of priestcraft and of 
lying wonders, they point their moral with pictures 
of the ambition of medizval prelacy or the scandals 
of the annals of the papacy. For the inner life of all 
those millions of immortal souls who were struggling, 
with such good or bad success as was given them, to 
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carry Christ’s cross along their journey through life, 
they set it by, pass it over, dismiss it out of history, 
with some poor common-place simper of sorrow or of 
scorn. It will not do. Mankind have not been so 
long on this planet altogether, that we can allow so 
large a chasm to be scooped out of their spiritual 
existence. 

We intended to leave our readers with something 
lighter than all this in the shape of literary criticism, 
and a few specimens of the biographical style ; in both 
of these we must now, however, be necessarily brief. 
Whoever is curious to study the lives of the saints 
in their originals, should rather go anywhere than 
to the Bollandists, and universally never read a late 
life when he can command an early one; for the genius 
in them is in the ratio of their antiquity, and, like 
river-water, is most pure nearest to the fountain. We 
are lucky in possessing several specimens of the mode 
of their growth in late and early lives of the same 
saints, and the process in all is similar. Out of the 
unnumbered lives of St. Bride, three are left; out of 
the sixty-six of St. Patrick, there are eight; the first 
of each belonging to the sixth century, the latest to 
the thirteenth. The earliest in each instance are in 
verse; they belong to a time when there was no one 
to write such things, and were popular in form and 
popular in their origin. The flow is easy, the style 
graceful and natural; but the step from poetry to 
prose is substantial as well as formal; the imagina- 
tion is ossified, and we exchange the exuberance of 
legendary creativeness for the dogmatic record of 
fact without reality, and fiction without grace. The 
marvellous in the poetical lives is comparatively 
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slight; the after-miracles being composed frequently 
out of a mistake of poets’ metaphors for literal truth. 
There is often real, genial, human beauty in the old 
verse. The first two stanzas, for instance, of St. 
Bride’s Hymn are of high merit, as may, perhaps, be 
imperfectly seen in a translation :— 

Bride the queen, she loved not the world ; 


She floated on the waves of the world 
As the sea-bird floats upon the billow. 


Such sleep she slept as the mother sleeps 
In the far land of her captivity, 
Mourning for her child at home. 


What a picture is there of the strangeness and 
yearning of the poor human soul in this earthly pil- 
grimage ! 

The poetical ‘Life of St. Patrick,’ too, is full of 
fine, wild, natural imagery. The boy is described as | 
a shepherd on the hills of Down, and there is a legend, 
well told, of the angel Victor coming to him, and 
leaving a gigantic foot-print on a rock from which 
he sprang back into heaven. The legend, of course, 
rose from some remarkable natural feature of the 
spot; as it is first told, a shadowy unreality hangs 
over it, and it is doubtful'whether it is more than a 
vision of the boy; but in the later prose all is 
crystalline; the story is drawn out, with a barren 
prolixity of detail, into a series of angelic visitations. 
And again, when Patrick is described, as the after- 
apostle, raising the dead Celts to life, the metaphor 
cannot be left in its natural force, and we have a long 
weary list of literal deaths and literal raisings. So 
in many ways the freshmess and individuality was 


lost with time. The larger saints swallowed up the 
Q 2 
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smaller and appropriated their exploits ; chasms were 
supplied by an ever ready fancy; and, like the stock 
of good works laid up for general use, there was a 
stock of miracles ever ready when any defect was 
to be supplied. Soit was that, after the first impulse, 
the progressive life of a saint rolled on like a snow- 
ball down a mountain ‘side, gathering up into itself 
whatever lay in its path, fact or legend, appropriate 
or inappropriate—sometimes real jewels of genuine old 
tradition, sometimes the débris of the old creeds and 
legends of heathenism ; and on, and on, till at length 
it reached the bottom, and was dashed in pieces on 
the Reformation. 

One more illustration shall serve as evidence of 
what the really greatest, most vigorous, minds in 
the twelfth century could accept as possible or pro- 
bable, which they could relate (on what evidence we 
do not know) as really ascertained facts. We re- 
member something of St. Anselm: both as a states- 
man and as a theologian, he was unquestionably 
among the ablest men of his time alive in Europe. 
Here is a story which Anselm tells of a certain Cor- 
nish St. Kieran. The saint, with thirty of his com- 
panions, was preaching within the frontiers of a 
lawless Pagan prince; and, disregarding all orders 
to be quiet or to leave the country, continued to 
agitate, to threaten, and to thunder even in the ears 
of the prince himself. Things took their natural 
course. Disobedience provoked punishment. <A 
guard of soldiers was sent, and the saint and his little 
band were decapitated. The scene of the execution 
was a wood, and the heads and trunks were left lying 
there for the wolves and the wild birds. 
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But now a miracle, such as was once heard of before in the 
Church in the person of the holy Denis, was again wrought 
by Divine Providence to preserve the bodies of these saints from 
profanation. The trunk of Kieran rose from the ground, and 
selecting first his own head, and carrying it to a stream, and 
there carefully washing it, and afterwards performing the 
same sacred office for each of his companions, giving each 
body its own head, he dug graves for them and buried them, 
and last of all buried himself. 


' Itis evenso. Soit stands written ina life claiming 

Anselm’s authorship ; and there is no reason why the 
authorship should not be his. Outof the heart come 
the issues of evil and of good, and not out of the 
intellect or the understanding. Men are not good or 
bad, noble or base—thank God for it !—as they judge 
well or ill of the probabilities of nature, but as they 
love God and hate the devil. And yet the story is 
instructive. We have heard grave good men— men of 
intellect and influence—with all the advantages of 
modern science, learning, experience ; men who would 
regard Anselm with sad and serious pity; yet tell 
us stories, as having fallen within their own expe- 
rience, of the marvels of mesmerism, to the full as 
ridiculous (if anything is ridiculous) as this of the 
poor decapitated Kieran. 


Mutato nomine, de te 
Fabula narratur. 


We see our natural faces in the glass of history, and 
turn away and straightway forget what manner of 
men we are. The superstition of science scoffs at the 
superstition of faith. 
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REPRESENTATIVE MEN, 


1850. 


From St. Anselm to Mr. Emerson, from the ‘ Acta 
Sanctorum’ to the ‘Representative Men;’ so far in 
seven centuries we have travelled. The races of the 
old Ideals have become extinct like the Preadamite 
Saurians; and here are our new pattern specimens 
on which we are to look, and take comfort and en- 
couragement to ourselves. 

The philosopher, the mystic, the poet, the sceptic, 
the man of the world, the writer; these are the pre- 
sent moral categories, the swmma genera of human 
greatness as Mr. Emerson arranges them. From 
every point of view an exceptionable catalogue. They 
are all thinkers, to begin with, except one: and 
thought is but a poor business compared to action. 
Saints did not earn canonisation by the number of 
their folios; and if the necessities of the times are 
now driving our best men out of action into philo- 
sophy and verse-making, so much the worse for them 
and so much the worse for the world. The one 
pattern actor, ‘the man of the world,’ is Napoleon 
Bonaparte, not in the least a person, as we are most 
of us at present feeling, whose example the world 
desires to see followed. Mr. Emerson would have 
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done better if he had kept to his own side of the 
Atlantic. He is paying his own countrymen but a 
poor compliment by coming exclusively to Europe 
for his heroes ; and he would be doing us in Europe 
more real good by a great deal if he would tell us 
something of the backwoodsmen in Kentucky and 
Ohio. However, to let that pass ; itis not our business 
here to quarrel either with him or his book; and the 
book stands at the head of our article rather because 
it presents a very noticeable deficiency of which its 
writer is either unaware or careless. . 

These six predicables, as the logician would call 
them, what are they? Are they ultimate genera 
refusing to be classified further? or is there any 
other larger type of greatness under which they fall ? 
In the naturalist’s catalogue, poet, sceptic, and the 
rest will all be classified as men-—man being an 
intelligible entity. Has Mr. Emerson any similar 
clear idea of great man or good man? If so, where 
is he? what is he? It is desirable that we should 
know. Men will not get to heaven because they lie 
under one or other of these predicables. What is 
that supreme type of character which is in itself 
good or great, unqualified with any farther differentia? 
Is there any such? and if there be, where is the 
representative of this? It may be said that the 
generic man exists nowhere in an ideal unity—that if 
considered at all, he must be abstracted from the 
various sorts of men, black and white, tame or savage. 
Soif we would know what a great man or a good man 
means, we must look to some specific line in which he 
is good, and abstract our general idea. And that is 
very well, provided we know what we are about; 
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provided we understand, in our abstracting, how to 
get the essential idea distinctly out before ourselves, 
without entangling ourselves in the accidents. 
Human excellence, after all the teaching of the last 
eighteen hundred years, ought to be something pal- 
pable by this time. It is the one thing which we 
are all taught to seek and to aim at forming in our- 
selves; and if representative men are good for any- 
thing at all, it can only be, not as they represent 
merely curious combinations of phenomena, but as 
they illustrate us in a completely realised form, what 
we are, every single one of us, equally interested in 
understanding. Itis not the ‘ great man’ as ‘man 
of the world’ that we care for, but the ‘man of the 
world’ as a ‘great man ’—which is a very different 
thing. Having to live in this world, how to live 
greatly here is the question for us; not, how, being 
great, we can cast our greatness in a worldly mould. 
There may be endless successful ‘men of the world” 
who are mean or little enough all the while; and the 
Emersonian attitude will confuse success with great- 
ness, or turn our ethics into a chaos of absurdity. 
So it is with everything which man undertakes and 
works in. Life has grown complicated; and for one 
employment in old times there are a hundred now. 
But it is not they which are anything, but we. We 
are the end, they are but the means, the material— 
like the clay, or the marble, or the bronze in which 
the sculptor carves his statue. The form is every- 
thing ; and what is the form? From nursery to pulpit 
every teacher rings on the one note—be good, be 
noble, be men. What is goodness then? and what 
is nobleness? and where are the examples? We do 
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not say that there are none. God forbid! That is 
not what we are meaning at all. If the earth had 
ceased to bear men pleasant in God’s sight, it would 
have passed away like the cities in the plain. But 
who are they? which are they? how are we to know 
them? They are our leaders in this life campaign of 
ours. If we could see them, we would follow them, 
and save ourselves many and many a fall, and many 
an enemy whom we could have avoided, if we had 
known of him. It cannot be that the thing is so 
simple, when names of highest reputation are 
wrangled over, and such poor counterfeits are mobbed 
with applauding followers. In art and science we 
can detect the charlatan, but in life we do not recog- 
nise him so readily—we do not recognise the 
charlatan, and we do not recognise the true man. 
Rajah Brooke is alternately a hero or a pirate; and 
fifty of the best men among us are likely to have fifty 
opinions on the merits of Elizabeth or Cromwell. 
But surely, men say, the thing is simple. The 
commandments are simple. It is not that people do 
not know, but that they will not act up to what they 
know. We hear a great deal of this in sermons, 
and elsewhere; and of course, as everybody’s expe- 
rience will tell him, there is a great deal too much 
reason why we should hear of it. But there are two 
sorts of duty, positive and negative ; what we ought 
to do, and what we ought not to do. To the latter 
of these, conscience is pretty much awake; but by 
cunningly concentrating its attention on one side of 
the matter, conscience has contrived to forget alto- 
gether that any other sort exists atall. ‘Doing wrong’ 
is breaking a commandment which forbids us to do 
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some particular thing. That is all the notion which 
in common language is attached to the idea. Do 
not kill, steal, lie, swear, commit adultery, or break 
the Lord’s day—these are the commandments; very 
simple, doubtless, and easy to be known. But, after 
all, what are they? They are no more than the very 
first and rudimental conditions of goodness. Obe- 
dience to these is not more than a small part of what 
is required of us; it is no more than the foundation 
on which the superstructure of character 1s to be 
raised. To go through life, and plead at the end of 
it that we have not broken any of these command- 
ments, is but what the unprofitable servant did, who 
kept his talent carefully unspent, and yet was sent to 
outer darkness for his uselessness. Suppose these 
commandments obeyed—what then? It is but a 
small portion of our time which, we will hope, is 
spent in resisting temptation to break them. What 
are we to do with the rest of it? Or suppose them (and 
this is a high step indeed) resolved into love of God 
and love of our neighbour. Suppose we knowthat it 
is our duty to love our neighbour as ourselves. What 
are we to do, then, for our neighbour, besides ab- 
staining from doing him injury? The saints knew 
very well what they were to do; but our duties, we 
suppose, lie in a different direction; and it does not 
appear that we have found them. ‘ We have duties 
so positive to our neighbour,’ says Bishop Butler, 
‘that if we give more of our time and of our attention 
to ourselves and our own matters than is our just 
due, we are taking what is not ours, and are guilty 
of fraud.” What does Bishop Butler mean? It is 
easy to answer generally. In detail, 1t 1s not only 
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difficult, it is impossible to answer at all. The 
modern world says—‘ Mind your own business, and 
leave others to take care of theirs;? and whoever. 
among us aspires to more than the negative abstain- 
ing from wrong, is left to his own guidance. There 
is no help for him, no instruction, no modern ideal 
which shall be to him what the heroes were to the 
young Greek or Roman, or the martyrs to the middle 
age Christian. There is neither track nor footprint 
in the course which he will have to follow, while, as 
in the old fairy tale, the hillside which he is climb- 
ing is strewed with black stones mocking at him 
with their thousand voices. We have no moral 
criterion, no idea, no counsels of perfection; and 
surely this is the reason why education is so little 
prosperous with us; because the only education 
worth anything is the education of character, and we 
cannot educate a character unless we have some 
notion of what we would form. Young men, as we 
know, are more easily led than driven. It is a very 
old story that to forbid this and that (so curious and 
contradictory is our nature) is to stimulate a desire 
to do it. But place before a boy a figure of a noble 
man; let the circumstances in which he has earned 
his claim to be called noble be such as the boy him- 
self sees round himself; let him see this man rising 
over his temptation, and following life victoriously 
and beautifully forward, and, depend on it, you will 
kindle his heart as no threat of punishment here or 
anywhere will kindle it. 

People complain of the sameness in the ‘ Lives of 
the Saints.’ It is that very sameness which is the 
secret of their excellence. There is a sameness in the 
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heroes of the ‘ Iliad ;’ there is a sameness in the his- 
torical heroes of Greece and Rome. A man is great 
as he contends best with the circumstances of his 
age, and those who fight best with the same circum- 
stances, of course grow like each other. And so 
with our own age—if we really could have the lives 
of our best men written for us} (and written well, by 
men who knew what to look for, and what it was on 
which they should insist), they would be just as like 
as each other too, and would for that reason be of 
such infinite usefulness. They would not be like the 
old Ideals. Times are changed; they were one 
thing, we have to be another—their enemies are not 
ours. There is a moral metempsychosis in the change 
of era, and probably no lineament of form or feature 
remains identical; yet surely not because less is de- 
manded of us—not less, but more—more, as we are 
again and again told on Sundays from the pulpits ; 
if the preachers would but tell us in what that 
‘more’ consists. The loftiest teaching we ever hear 
is, that we are to work in the spirit of love; but 
we are still left to generalities, while action divides 
and divides into ever smaller details. It is as if the 
Church said to the painter or to the musician whom 
she was training, you must work in the spirit of love 
and in the spirit of truth; and then adding, that the 
Catholic painting or the Catholic music was what he 
was not to imitate, supposed that she had sent him 
out into the world equipped fully for his enterprise. 
And what comes of this? Emersonianism has 
come, modern hagiology has come, and Ainsworth 
novels and Bulwer novels, and a thousand more un- 
clean spirits. We have cast out the Catholic devil, 
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and the Puritan has swept the house and garnished 
it; but as yet we do not see any symptoms showing 
of a healthy incoming tenant, and there may be worse 
states than Catholicism. If we wanted proof of the 
' utter spiritual disintegration into which we have 
fallen, it would be enough that we have no bio- 
graphies. We do not mean that we have no written 
lives of our fellow-creatures; there are enough and 
to spare. But not any one is there in which the ideal 
tendencies of this age can be discerned in their true 
form; not one, or hardly any one, which we could 
place in a young man’s hands, with such warm confi- 
dence as would let us say of it—‘ Read that; there is 
a man—such a man as you ought to be; read it, medi- 
tate on it; see what he was, and how he made him- 
self what he was, and try and be yourself like him.’ 
This, as we saw lately, is what Catholicism did. It 
had its one broad type of perfection, which in count- 
less thousands of instances was perpetually reproduc- 
ing itself—a type of character not especially belonging 
to any one profession; it was a type to which priest 
and layman, knight or bishop, king or peasant, might 
equally aspire: men of all sorts aspired to it, and men 
of all sorts attained to 1t; and as fast as she had 
realised them (so to say), the Church took them in 
her arms, and held them up before the world as fresh 
and fresh examples of victory over the devil. This is 
what that Church was able to do, and it is what we 
cannot do; and yet, till we can learn to do it, no 
education which we can offer has any chance of 
prospering. Perfection is not easy; it 1s of all things 
most difficult; difficult to know’and difficult to prac- 
tise. Rules of life will not do; even if our analysis 
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of life in all its possible forms were as complete as it 
is in fact rudimentary, they would still be inefficient. 
The philosophy of the thing might be understood, 
but the practice would be as far off as ever. In life, 
as in art, and as in mechanics, the only profitable 
teaching is the teaching by example. Your mathe- 
matician, or your man of science, may discourse 
excellently on the steam engine, yet he cannot make 
one; he cannot make a bolt or a screw. The master 
workman in the engine-room does not teach his 
apprentice .the theory of expansion, or of atmo- 
spheric pressure; he guides his hand upon the turn- 
cock, he practises his eye upon the index, and he 
leaves the science to follow when the practice has 
become mechanical. So it is with everything which 
man learns to do; and yet for the art of arts, the 
trade of trades, for life, we content ourselves with 
teaching our children the catechism and the com- 
mandments ; we preach them sermons on the good of 
being good, and the evil of being evil; in our higher 
education we advance to the theory of habit and the 
freedom of the will; and then, when failure follows 
failure, ipsa experientia reclamante, we hug ourselves 
with a complacent self-satisfied reflection that the 
fault is not ours, that all which men could do we have 
done. The freedom of the will!—as if a blacksmith 
would ever teach a boy to make a horseshoe, by 
telling him he could make one if he chose. 

In setting out on our journey through life, we are 
like strangers set to find their way across a difficult and 
entangled country. It is not enough for us to know 
that others have set out as we set out, that others have 
faced the lions in the path and overcome them, and 
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have arrived at last at the journey’s end. Such a 
knowledge may give us heart—but the help it gives is 
nothing beyond teaching us that the difficulties are 
not insuperable. It is the track, which these others, 
these pioneers of godliness, have beaten in, that we 
cry to have shown us; not a mythic ‘ Pilgrim’s Pro- 
gress,’ but a real path trodden in by realmen. Here 
is a crag, and there is but one spot where it can be 
climbed ; here is a morass or a river, and there is a 
bridge in one place, and a ford in another. There 
are robbers jin this forest, and wild beasts in that; 
the tracks cross and recross, and, as in the old laby- 
rinth, only one will bring us right. The age of the 
saints has passed; they are no longer any service to 
us; we must walk in their spirit, but not along their 
road; and in this sense we say, that we have no 
pattern great men, no biographies, no history, which 
are of real service to us. It is the remarkable cha- 
racteristic of the present time, as far as we know—a 
new phenomenon since history began to be written ; 
one more proof, if we wanted proof, that we are 
entering on another era. In our present efforts at 
educating, we are like workmen setting about to 
make a machine which they know is to be composed 
of plates and joints, and wheels and screws and 
springs:—they temper their springs, and smooth their 
plates, and carve out carefully their wheels and screws, 
but having no idea of the machine in its combi- 
nation, they either fasten them together at random, 
and create some monster of disjointed undirected 
force, or else pile the finished materials into a heap 
together, and trust to some organic spirit in them- 
selves which will shape them into unity. We do not 
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know what we would be at—make our children into 
men, says one—but what sort of men? ‘The Greeks 
were men, so were the Jews, so were the Romans, so 
were the old Saxons, the Normans, the Duke of Alva’s 
Spaniards, and Cromwell’s Puritans. These were all 
men, and strong men too; yet all different, and all 
differently trained. ‘ Into Christian men,’ say others : 
but the saints were Christian men; yet the modern 
Englishmen have been offered the saints’ biographies, 
and have with sufficient clearness expressed their 
opinion of them. | 

Alas! in all this confusion, only those keen-eyed 
children of this world find their profit; their idea 
does not readily forsake them. In their substantial 
theory of life, the business of man in it is to get on, 
to thrive, to prosper, to have riches in possession. 
They will have their little ones taught, by the law of 
demand, what will fetch its price in the market; and 
this is clear, bold, definite, straightforward—and 
therefore it is strong, and works its way. It works 
and will prevail for a time; for a time—but not for 
ever, unless indeed religion be all a dream, and our 
airy notions of ourselves a vision out of which our 
wise age is the long-waited-for awakening. 

It would be a weary and odious business to follow 
out all the causes which have combined to bring us 
into our present state. Many of them lie deep down 
in the roots of humanity, and many belong to that 
large system of moral causation which works through 
vast masses of mankind—which, impressing peculiar 
and necessary features on the eras as they succeed, 
leaves individuals but a limited margin within which 
they may determine what they will be. One cause, 
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however, may be mentioned, which lies near the 
surface, and which for many reasons it may be ad- 
vantageous to consider. At first thought it may 
seem superficial and captious; but we do not think 
it will at the second, and still less at the third. 
Protestantism, and even Anglo-Protestantism, has 
not been without its great men. In their first fierce 
struggle for existence, these creeds gave birth to 
thousands whose names may command any rank in 
history. But alone of all forms of religion, past or 
present, and we will add (as we devoutly hope), to 
come (for in her present form, at least, the Church of 
England cannot long remain), Protestantism knows 
not what to do with her own offspring; she is unable 
to give them open and honourable recognition. En- 
tangled in speculative theories of human depravity, of 
the worthlessness of the best which the best men can 
do, Protestantism is unable to say heartily of any one, 
‘Here is a good man to be lovetl and remembered 
with reverence.’ There are no saints in the English 
Church. The English Church does not pretend to 
saints. Her children may live purely, holily, and 
beautifully, but her gratitude for them must be 
silent; she may not thank God for them—she may 
not hold them up before her congregation. They 
may or they may not have been really good, but. she 
may not commit herself to attributing a substantial 
value to the actions of a nature so corrupt as that of 
man. Among Protestants, the Church of England is 
the worst, for she is not wholly Protestant. In the 
utterness of the self-abnegation of the genuine Pro- 
testant there is something approaching the heroic. 
But she, ambitious of being Catholic as well as 
VOL. ITI. R 
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Protestant, like that old Church of evil memory which 
would be neither hot nor cold, will neither wholly 
abandon merit, nor wholly claim it; but halts on be- 
tween two opinions, claiming and disclaiming, saying 
and in the next breath again unsaying. The Oxford 
student being asked for the doctrine of the Anglican 
Church on good works, knew the rocks and whirl- 
pools among which an unwary answer might involve 
him, and steering midway between Scylla and Cha- 
rybdis, replied, with laudable caution, ‘ a few of them 
would not do a man any harm.’ It 1s scarcely a 
caricature of the prudence of the Articles. And so 
at last it has come to this with us. The soldier can 
raise a column to his successful general; the halls of 
dhe law courts are hung round with portraits of the 
ermined sages; Newton has his statue, and Harvey 
and Watt, in the academies of the sciences ; and each 
young aspirant after fame, entering for the first time 
upon the calling which he has chosen, sees high ex- 
cellence highly honoured; sees the high career, and 
sees its noble ending, marked out each step of it in 
golden letters. But the Church’s aisles are desolate, 
and desolate they must remain. There is no statue 
for the Christian. The empty niches stare out like 
hollow eye-sockets from the walls. Good men live in 
the Church and die in her, whose story written out 
or told would be of inestimable benefit, but she may 
not write it. She may speak of goodness, but not of 
the good man; as she may speak of sin, but may 
not censure the sinner. Her position is critical; the 
Dissenters would lay hold of it. She may not do it, 
but she will do what she can. She cannot tolerate 
an image indeed, or a picture of her own raising ; 
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she has no praise to utter at her children’s graves, 
when their lives have witnessed to her teaching. 
But if others will bear the expense and will risk the 
sin, she will offer no objection. Her walls are naked. 
The wealthy ones among her congregation may adorn 
them as they please; the splendour of a dead man’s 
-memorial shall be, not as his virtues were, but as his 
purse; and his epitaph may be brilliant according as 
there are means to pay for it. They manage things 
better at the museums and the institutes. 

Let this pass, however, as the worst case. There 
are other causes at work besides the neglect of 
churches; the neglect itself being as much a result 
as a cause. There is a common dead level over the 
world, to which churches and teachers, however 
seemingly opposite, are alike condemned. As it is 
here in England, so it is with the American Emer- 
son. The fault is not in them, but in the age of 
which they are no more than the indicators. We 
are passing out of old forms of activity into others 
new and on their present scale untried ; and how to 
work nobly in them is the one problem for us all. 
Surius will not profit us, nor the ‘ Mort d’Arthur.’ 
Our calling is neither to the hermitage nor to the 
round table. Our work lies now in those peaceful 
occupations which, in ages called heroic, were 
thought unworthy of noble souls. In those it was 
the slave who tilled the ground, and wove the gar- 
ments. It was the ignoble burgher who covered the 
sea with his ships, and raised up factories and work- 
shops; and how far such occupations influenced the 
character, how they eould be made to minister to 
loftiness of heart, and high and beautiful life, was 
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a question which could-not occur while the atmo- 
sphere of the heroic was on all sides believed so 
alien to them. Times have changed. The old hero 
worship has vanished with the need of it; but no 
other has risen in its stead, and without it we wander 
in the dark. The commonplaces of morality, the 
negative commandments, general exhortations to 
goodness, while neither speaker nor hearer can tell 
what they mean by goodness—these are all which 
now remain to us; and thrown into a life more compli- 
cated than any which the earth has yet experienced, 
we are left to wind our way through the labyrinth of 
its details without any clue except our own instincts, 
our own knowledge, our own hopes and desires. 

We complain of generalities; we will not leave 
ourselves exposed to the same charge. We will 
mention a few of the thousand instances in which 
we cry for guidance and find none; instances on 
which those who undertake to teach us ought to have 
made up their minds. 

On the surface at least of the Prayer-book, there 
seems to be something left remaining of the Catholic 
penitential system. Fasting is spoken of and absti- 
nence, and some form or other of self-inflicted self- 
denial is necessarily meant. This thing can by no 
possibility be unimportant, and we may well smile 
at the exclusive claims of a church to the cure of 
our souls, who is unable to say what she thinks 
about it. Let us ask her living interpreters then, 
and what shall we get for an answer? either no 
answer at all, or contradictory answers; angrily, 
violently, passionately, contradictory. . Among the 
many voices, what is a young man to conclude? He 
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will conclude naturally according to his inclination ; 
and if he chooses right, it will most likely be on a 
wrong motive. 

Again, cowrage is, on all hands, considered as an 
essential of high character. Among all fine people, 
old and modern, wherever we are able to get an 
insight into their training system, we find it a thing 
particularly attended to. The Greeks, the Romans, 
the old Persians, our own nation till the last two 
hundred years, whoever of mankind have turned out 
good for anything anywhere, knew very well, that to 
exhort a boy to be brave without training him in it, 
would be like exhorting a young colt to submit to the 
bridle without breaking him in. Step by step, as he 
could bear it, the boy was introduced to danger, till 
his pulse ceased to be agitated, and he became fami- 
liarised with peril as his natural element. It was a 
matter of carefully considered, thoroughly recog- 
nised, and organised education. But courage now- 
a-days is not a paying virtue. Courage does not help 
to make money, and so we have ceased to care about 
it; and boys are left to educate one another by their 
own semi-brutal instincts, in this, which is perhaps 
the most important of all features in the human 
character. Schools, as far as the masters are con- 
cerned with them, are places for teaching Greek and 
Latin—that, and nothing more. At the universities, 
fox-hunting is, perhaps, the only discipline of the 
kind now to be found, and fox-hunting, by forbidding 
it and winking at it, the authorities have contrived 
to place on as demoralising a footing as ey 
could devise.* 


* Written 1850. 
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To pass from training to life. A boy has done 
with school and college; he has become a man, and 
has to choose his profession. It is the one most 
serious step which he has yet taken. In most cases, 
there is no recalling it. He believes that he is pass- 
ing through life to eternity; that his chance of 
getting to heaven depends on what use he makes of 
his time; he prays every day that he may be 
delivered from temptation; it is his business to see 
that he does not throw himself into it. Now, every 
one of the many professions has a peculiar character 
of its own, which, with rare exceptions, it inflicts on 
those who follow it. There is the shopkeeper type, 
the manufacturer type, the lawyer type, the medical 
type, the clerical type, the soldier’s, the sailor’s. 
The nature of a man is 

Like the dyer’s hand, 

Subdued to what it works in; 
and we can distinguish with ease, on the slightest 
‘intercourse, to what class a grown person belongs. 
It is to be seen in his look, in his words, in his tone 
of thought, his voice, gesture, even in his hand- 
writing; and in everything which he does. Every 
human employment has its especial moral character- 
istic, its peculiar temptations, its peculiar influences 
—of a subtle and not easily analysed kind, and only 
to be seen in their effects. Here, therefore—here, if 
anywhere, we want Mr. Emerson with his represen- 
tatives, or the Church with her advice and warning. 
But, in fact, what attempt do we see to understand 
any of this, or even to acknowledge it; to master 
the moral side of the professions; to teach young 
men entering them what they are to expect, what to 
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avoid, or what to seek? Where are the highest 
types—the pattern lawyer, and shopkeeper, and 
merchant? Are they all equally favourable to ex- 
cellence of character? Do they offer equal oppor- 
tunities? Which best suits this disposition, and 
which suits that? Alas! character is little thought 
of in the choice. It is rather, which shall I best 
succeed in? Where shall I make most money ? 
Suppose an anxious boy to go for counsel to his 
spiritual mother ; to go to her, and ask her to guide 
him. Shall I be a soldier? he says. What will she 
tell him? This and no more—you may, without sin. 
Shall I be a lawyer, merchant, manufacturer, trades- 
man, engineer? Still the same answer. But which 
is best? he demands. We do not know: we do not 
know. There is no guilt in either; you may take 
which you please, provided you go to church regu- 
larly, and are honest and good. If he is foolish 
enough to persist further, and ask, in what goodness 
and honesty consist in his especial department (which- 
ever he selects), he will receive the same answer; in 
other words, he will be told to give every man his 
due and be left to find out for himself in what ‘ his 
due’ consists. It is like an artist telling his pupil 
to put the lights and shadows in their due places, 
and leaving it to the pupil’s ingenuity to interpret 
such instructive directions. 

One more instance of an obviously practical kind. 
Masters, few people will now deny, owe certain duties 
to their workmen beyond payment at the competi- 
tion price for their labour, and the workmen owe 
something to their masters beyond making their own 
best bargain. Courtesy, on the one side, and respect 
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on the other, are at least due; and wherever human 
beings are brought in contact, a number of reciprocal 
obligations at once necessarily arise out of the condi- 
tions of their position. It is this question which at the 
present moment is convulsing an entire branch of 
English trade. It is this question which has shaken 
the Continent like an earthquake, and yet it is one 
which, the more it is thought about, the more clearly 
seems to refuse to admit of being dealt with by legis- 
lation. It is a question for the Gospel and not for the 
law. The duties are of the kind which it is the busi- 
ness, not of the State, but of the Church, to look to. 
Why is the Church silent ? There are duties; let her 
examine them, sift them, prove them, and then point 
them out. Why not—why not? Alas! she cannot, 
she dare not give offence, and therefore must find 
none. It is to be feared that we have a rough 
trial to pass through, before we find our way and 
understand our obligations. Yet far off we seem to 
see a time when the lives, the actions of the really 
great, great good masters, great good landlords, 
great good working men, will be laid out once more 
before their several orders, laid out in the name of 
God, as once the saints’ lives were; and the same 
sounds shall be heard in factory and in counting- 
house as once sounded through abbey, chapel, and 
cathedral aisle—‘ Look at these men; bless God for 
them, and follow them.’ 

And let no one fear that, if such happy time were 
come, it would result in a tame and weary sameness ; 
that the beautiful variety of individual form would be 
lost, drilled away in regimental uniformity. Even if 
it were so, it need not be any the worse for us; we 
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are not told to develope our individualities, we are 
told to bear fruit. The poor vagabond, with all his 
individualities about him, if by luck he falls into the 
hands of the recruiting sergeant, finds himself, a 
year later, with his red coat and his twelve months’ 
training, not a little the better for the loss of them. 
But such schooling as we have been speaking of will 
drill out only such individualities as are of the un- 
worthy kind, and will throw the strength of the nature 
into the development of the healthiest features in it. 
Far more, as things now are, we see men sinking 
into sameness—an morganic, unwholesome sameness, 
in which the higher nature is subdued, and the man 
is sacrificed to the profession. The circumstances of 
his life are his world; and he sinks under them, 
he does not conquer them. If he has to choose be- 
tween the two, God’s uniform is better than the 
world’s. The first gives him freedom; the second 
takes it from him. Only here, as in everything, we 
must understand the nature of the element in which 
we work; understand it; understand the laws of it. 
Throw off the lower laws; the selfish, debasing in- 
fluences of the profession; obey the higher; follow 
love, truthfulness, manliness; follow these first, and 
make the profession serve them; and that is free- 
dom ; there is none else possible for man. ' 


Das Gesetz soll nur uns Freiheit geben ; 


and whatever individuality is lost in the process, we 
may feel assured that the devil has too much to do 
with, to make us care to be rid of it. : 

But how to arrive at this? so easy as it is to sug- 
gest on paper, so easy to foretell in words. Raise 
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the level of public opinion, we might say; insist on 
a higher standard; in the economist’s language, in- 
crease the demand for goodness, and the supply will 
follow; or, at any rate, men will do their best. Until 
we require more of one another, more will not be 
provided. But this is but to restate the problem in 
other words. How are we to touch the heart; how 
to awaken the desire? We believe that the good 
man, the great man, whatever he be, prince cr 
peasant, is really lovely ; that really and truly, if we 
can only see him, he more than anything will move 
us; and at least, we have a right to demand that the 
artificial hindrances which prevent our lifting him 
above the crowd, shall be swept away. He in his 
beautiful life is a thousand times more God’s witness 
than any preacher in a pulpit, and his light must not 
be concealed any more. As we said, what lies in the 
way of our sacred recognition of great men is more 
than anything else the Protestant doctrine of good 
works. We do not forget what it meant when the 
world first heard of it. It was a cry from the very 
sanctuary of the soul, flinging off and execrating the 
accursed theory of merits, the sickening parade of 
redundant saintly virtues, which the Roman Church 
had converted into stock, and dispensed for the 
benefit of the believers. This is not the place to pour 
out our nausea on so poor, yet so detestable a farce. 
But it seems with all human matters, that as soon 
as spiritual truths are petrified into doctrines, it is 
another name for their death. They die, corrupt, 
and breed a pestilence. The doctrine of good works 
was hurled away by an instinct of generous feeling, 
and this feeling itself has again become dead, and a 
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fresh disease has followed upon it. Nobody (or, at 
least, nobody good for anything) will lay a claim to 
merit for this or that good action which he may have 
done. Exactly in proportion as a man is really good, 
will be the eagerness with which he will refuse all 
credit for it; he will cry out, with all his soul, ‘ Not 
unto us—not unto us.’ 

And yet, practically, we all know and feel that 
between man and man there is an infinite moral dif- 
ference; one is good, one is bad, another hovers 
between the two; the whole of our conduct to each 
other is necessarily governed by a recognition of this 
fact, just as it is in the analogous question of the 
will. Ultimately, we are nothing of ourselves; we 
know that we are but what God has given us grace 
to be—we did not make ourselves—we do not keep 
ourselves here—we are but what in the eternal order 
of Providence we were designed to be—exactly that 
and’ nothing else; and yet we treat each other as 
responsible; we cannot help it. The most rigid 
Calvinist cannot eliminate his instincts; his loves 
and hatreds seem rather to deepen in intensity of 
colouring as, logically, his creed should lead him to 
conquer them as foolish. It is useless, it is impos- 
sible, to bring down these celestial mysteries upon 
our earth, to try to see our way by them, or deter- 
mine our feelings by them; men are good, men are 
bad, relatively to us and to our understandings if you 
will, but still really, and so they must be treated. 

There is no more mischievous falsehood than to 
persist in railing at man’s nature, as if it were all 
vile together, as if the best and the worst which 
comes of it were in God’s sight equally without worth. 
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These denunciations tend too fatally to realise them- 
selves. Tell a man that no good which he can do 
is of any value, and depend upon it he will take 
you at your word—most especially will the wealthy, 
comfortable, luxurious man, just the man who has 
most means to do good, and whom of all things it is, 
most necessary to stimulate to it. Surely we should 
not be afraid. The instincts which God has placed 
in our hearts are too mighty for us to be able to 
extinguish them with doctrinal sophistry. Welove the 
good man, we praise him, we admire him—we cannot 
help it; and surely it is mere cowardice to shrink 
from recognising it openly—thankfully, divinely re- 
cognising it. If true at all, there is no truth in 
heaven or earth of deeper practical importance to us; 
and Protestantism must have lapsed from its once 
generous spirit, if it persists in imposing a dogma 
of its own upon our hearts, the touch of which is 
fatal as the touch of a torpedo to any high or noble 
endeavours after excellence. 

‘ Drive out nature with a fork, she ever comes run- 
ning back ;’ and while we leave out of consideration 
the reality, we are filling the chasm with inventions 
of our own. The only novels which are popular 
among us are those which picture the successful 
- battles of modern men and women with modern life, 
which are imperfect shadows of those real battles 
which every reader has seen in some form or other, 
or has longed to see in his own small sphere. It 
shows where the craving lies if we had but the 
courage to meet it; why need we fall back on imagi- 
nation to create what God has created ready for us ? 
In every department of human life, in the more and 
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the less, there is always one man who is the best, 
and one type of man which is the best, living and 
working his silent way to heaven in the very middle 
of us. Let us find this type then—let us see what it is 
which makes such men the best, and raise up their ex- 
cellencies into an acknowledged and open standard, 
of which they themselves shall be the living witnesses. 
Is there a landlord who is spending his money, not 
on pineries and hothouses, but on schools, and wash- 
houses, and drains, who is less intent on the mag- 
nificence of his own grand house, than in providing 
cottages for his people where decency is possible ; 
then let us not pass him by with a torpid wonder or 
a vanishing emotion of pleasure—rather let us seize 
him and raise him up upon a pinnacle, that other 
landlords may gaze upon him, if, perhaps, their hearts 
may prick them; and the world shall learn from 
what one man has done what they have a right to 
require that others shalldo. _ 

So it might be through the thousand channels of 
life. It should not be so difficult; the machinery 
is ready, both to find your men and to use them. 
In theory, at least, every parish has its pastor, and 
the state of every soul is or ought to be known. We 
know not what turn things may take, or what silent 
changes are rushing on below us. Even while the 
present organisation remains but, alas! no—it 
is no use to urge a Church bound hand and foot in 
State shackles to stretch its limbs in any wholesome 
activity. If the teachers of the people really were 
the wisest and best and noblest men among us, this 
and a thousand other blessed things would follow 
from it; till then let us be content to work and pray, 
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and lay our hand to the wheel wherever we can find 
a spoke to grasp. Oorruptio optimi est pessima; the 
national Church as it ought to be is the soul and con- 
science of the body politic, but a man whose body 
has the direction of his conscience we do not com- 
monly consider in the most hopeful moral condition. 
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REYNARD THE FOX.* 


_ Lorp Macavnay, in his Essay on Machiavelli, pro- 
pounds a singular theory. Declining the various 
solutions which have been offered to explain how a 
man supposed to beso great could have lent his 
genius to the doctrine of ‘the Prince,’ he has ad- 
vanced a hypothesis of his own, which may or may 
not be true, as an interpretation. of Machiavelli’s 
character, but which, as an exposition of a universal 
ethical theory, is as questionable as what it is brought 
forward toexplain. We will not show Lord Macaulay 
the disrespect of supposing that he has attempted an 
elaborate piece of irony. It is possible that he may 
have been exercising his genius with a paradox, but 
the subject is not of the sort in which we can patiently 
permit such exercises. It is hard work with all of 
us to keep ourselves straight, even when we see the 
road with all plainness as it lies out before us; and 
clever men must be good enough to find something 
else to amuse themselves with, instead of dusting our 
eyes with sophistry. 

According to this conception of human nature, the 
basenesses and the excellenciesof mankind are no more 
than accidents of circumstance, the results of national 
feeling and national capabilities ; and cunning and 


* Fraser's Magazine, 1852. 


256 Reynard the Fox. 


treachery, and lying, and such other ‘natural defences 
of the weak against the strong,’ are in themselves 
neither good nor bad, except as thinking makes them 
so. They are the virtues of a weak people, and they 
will be as much admired, and are as justly admirable; 
they are to the full as compatible with the highest 
graces and most lofty features of the heart and intel- 
lect as any of those opposite so called heroisms which 
we are generally so unthinking as to allow to mono- 
polise the name. Cunning is the only resource of the 
feeble; and why may we not feel for victorious cun- 
ning as strong a sympathy as for the bold, downright, 
open bearing of the strong? That there may be no 
mistake in the essayist’s meaning, that he may drive 
the nail home into the English understanding, he 
takes an illustration which shall be familiar to all of 
us in the characters of Iago and Othello. To our 
northern thought, the free and noble nature of the 
Moor is wrecked through a single infirmity, by a fiend 
in the human form. Toone of Machiavelli’s Italians, 
Tago’s keen-edged intellect would have appeared as 
admirable as Othello’s daring appears to us, and 
Othello himself little better than a fool and a savage. 
It is but a change of scene, of climate, of the animal 
qualities of the frame, and evil has become good, 
and good has become evil. Now, our displeasure with 
Lord Macaulay is, not that he has advanced a novel 
and mischievous theory: it was elaborated long ago 
in the finely tempered dialectics of the Schoals of 
Rhetoric at Athens; and so long as such a pheno- 
menon as a cultivated rogue remains possible among 
mankind, it will reappear in all languages and under 
any number of philosophical disguises. Seldom or 
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never, however, has it appeared with so little attempt 
at disguise. It has been left for questionable poets 
and novelists to idealise the rascal genus; philoso- 
phers have escaped into theambiguities of general pro- 
positions, and we do not remember elsewhere to have 
met with a serious ethical thinker deliberately laying 
two whole organic characters, with their vices and 
virtues in full life and bloom, side by side, asking 
himself which is best, and answering gravely that it 
is a matter of taste. 

Lord Macaulay has been bolder than his predeces- 
sors; he has shrunk from no conclusion, and has 
looked directly into the very heart of the matter; he 
has struck, as we believe, the very lowest stone of our 
ethical convictions, and declared that the foundation 
quakes under it. 

For, ultimately, how do we know that right is right, 
and wrong is wrong? People in general accept it on 
authority ; but authority itself must repose on some 
ulterior basis; and what is that? Are we to say 
that in morals there is a system of primary axioms, 
out of which we develope our conclusions, and apply 
them, as they are needed, tolife? It does not appear 
so. The analogy of morals is rather with art than 
with geometry. The grace of heaven gives us good 
men, and gives us beautiful creations; and we, per- 
ceiving by the instincts within ourselves that celestial 
presence in the objects on which we gaze, find out for 
ourselves the laws which make them what they are, 
not by comparing them with any antecedent theory, 
but by careful analysis of our own impressions, by 
asking ourselves what it is which we admire in them, 
and by calling that good, and calling that beautiful. 
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So, then, if admiration be the first fact—if the sense 
of it be the ultimate ground on which the after temple 
of morality, as a system, upraises itself—if we can be 
challenged here on our own ground, and fail to make 
it good, what we call the life of the soul becomes a 
dream of a feeble enthusiast, and we moralists a mark 
for the sceptic’s finger to point at with scorn. 

Bold and ably-urged arguments against our own 
convictions, if they do not confuse us, will usually 
send us back over our ground to re-examine the 
strength of our positions: and if we are honest with 
ourselves, we shall very often find points of some 
uncertainty left unguarded, of which the show of the 
strength of our enemy will oblige us to see better to 
the defence. It was not without some shame, and 
much uneasiness, that, while we were ourselves en- 
gaged in this process, full of indignation with Lord 
Macaulay, we heard a clear voice ringing in our ear, 
‘Who art thou that judgest another?’ and warning 
us of the presence in our own heart of a sympathy, 
which we could not ‘deny,’ with the sadly questionable 
hero of the German epic, ‘ Reynard the Fox.’ With 
our vulpine friend, we were on the edge of the very 
same abyss, if, indeed, we were not rolling in the 
_ depth of it. By what sophistry could we justify our- 
selves, if not by the very same which we had just been so 
eagerly condemning? And our conscience whispered 
to us that we had been swift to detect a fault in 
another, because it was the very fault to which, in our 
own heart of hearts, we had a latent leaning. 

Was it so indeed, then? Was Reineke no better 
than Iago? Was the sole difference between them, 
that the vates sacer who had sung the exploits of 
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Reineke loved the wicked rascal, and entangled us in 
loving him? It was a question to be asked. And 
yet we had faith enough in the straightforwardness of 
our own sympathies to feel sure that it must admit of 
some sort of answer. And, indeed, we rapidly found 
an answer satisfactory enough to give us time to 
breathe, in remembering that Reineke, with all his 
roguery, has no malice in him. It is notin his nature 
to hate; he could not do it if he tried. The charac- 
teristic of Iago is that deep motiveless malignity which 
rejoices in evil as its proper element—which loves evil 
as good men love virtue. In calculations on the cha- 
racter of the Moor, Iago despises Othello’s unsuspi- 
cious trustingness as imbecility, while he hates him as 
a man because his nature is the perpetual opposite and 
perpetual reproach of his own. Now, Reineke would 
not have hurt a creature, not even Scharfenebbe, the 
crow’s wife, when she came to peck his eyes out, if he 
had not been hungry ; and that yaorpos avayxn, that 
craving of the stomach, makes a difference quite 
infinite. Itis true that, like Iago, Reineke rejoices in 
the exercise of his intellect: the sense of his power and _ 
the scientific employment of his time are a real de- 
light to him; but then, as we said, he does not love 
evil for its own sake; he is only somewhat indifferent 
to it. If the other animals venture to take liberties 
with him, he will repay them in their own coin, and 
get his quiet laugh at them at the same time; but 
the object generally for which he lives is the natural 
one of getting his bread for himself and his family ; 
and, as the great moralist says, ‘ It is better to be bad 
for something than for nothing.’ Badness generally 
| 82 
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is undesirable ; but badness in its essence, which may 
be called heroic badness, is gratuitous. 

But this first thought served merely to give us a 
momentary relief from our alarm, and we determined 
we would sift the matter to the bottom, and no more 
expose ourselves to be taken at such disadvantage. 
We went again to the poem, with our eyes open, and 
our moral sense as keenly awake as a genuine wish to 
understand our feelings could make it. We deter- 
mined that we would really know what we did feel 
and what we did not. We would not be lightly scared 
away from our friend, but neither would we any more 
allow our judgment to be talked down by that fluent 
tongue of his; he should have justice from us, he and 
his biographer, as far as it lay with us to discern 
justice and to render it. 

And really on this deliberate perusal it did seem 
little less than impossible that we could find any 
conceivable attribute illustrated in Reineke’s pro- 
ceedings which we could dare to enter in our cata- 
logue of virtues, and not blush to read it there. 
What sin is there in the Decalogue in which he has 
not steeped himself to the lips? To the lips, shall we 
say ? nay, over head and ears—rolling and rollicking 
in sin. Murder, and theft, and adultery; sacrilege, 
perjury, lying—his very life is made of them. On he 
goes to the end, heaping crime on crime, and lie on lie, 
and at last, when it seems that justice, which has 
been so long vainly halting after him, has him really 
in her iron grasp, there is a solemn appeal to heaven, 
a challenge, a battle ordeal, in which, by means we 
may not venture even to whisper, the villain prospers, 
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and comes out glorious, victorious, amidst the applause 
of a gazing world. To crown it all, the poet tells us that 
under the disguise of the animal name and form the 
world of man is represented, and the true course of 
it; and the idea of the book is, that we who read it 
may learn therein to discern between good and evil, 
and choose the first and avoid the last. It seemed 
beyond the power of sophistry to whitewash Reineke, 
and the interest which still continued to cling to him 
seemed too nearly to resemble the unwisdom of the 
multitude, with whom success is the one virtue, and 
failure the only crime. 

It appeared, too, that although the animal dis- 
guises were too transparent to endure a moment’s 
reflection, yet that they were so gracefully worn that 
such moment’s reflection was not to be come at with- 
out an effort. Our imagination following the cos- 
tume, did imperceptibly betray our judgment; we 
admired the human intellect, the ever ready prompt 
sagacity and presence of mind. We delighted in the 
satire on the foolishnesses and greedinesses of our own 
fellow-creatures; but in our regard for the hero we 
forgot his humanity wherever it was his interest that 
we should forget it, and while we admired him as a 
man we judged him only as a fox. We doubt 
whether it would have been possible, if he had been 
described as an open acknowledged biped in coat 
and trousers, to have retained our regard for him. 
Something or other in us, either real rightminded- 
ness, or humbug, or hypocrisy, would have obliged 
us to mix more censure with our liking than most of 
us do in the case asit stands. It may be that the dress 
of the fox throws us off our guard, and lets out a secret 
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or twowhich we commonly conceal even from ourselves. 
When we have to pass an opinion upon bad people, 
who at the same time are clever and attractive, we 
say rather what we think that we ought to feel than 
what we feel in reality; while with Reineke, being 
but an animal, we forget to make ourselves up, and 
‘ for once our genuine tastes show themselves freely. 
Some degree of truth there undoubtedly is in this. 
But making all allowance for it—making all and 
over allowance for the trick which is passed upon 
our senses, there still remained a feeling unresolved. 
The poem was not solely the apotheosis of a rascal in 
whom we were betrayed into taking an interest ; and 
it was not a satire merely on the world, and on the 
men whom the world delight to honour. There was 
still something which really deserved to be liked in 
Reineke, and what it was we had as yet failed to 
discover. 

‘Two are better than one,’ and we resolved in our 
difficulty to try what our friends might have to say 
about it. The appearance of the Wurtemburg animals 
at the Exhibition came fortunately apropos to our 
assistance: a few years ago it was rare to find a 
person who had read the Fox Epic; and still more, 
of course, to find one whose judgment would be 
worth taking about it. But now the charming 
figures of Reineke himself, and the Lion King, and 
Isegrim, and Bruin, and Bellyn, and Hintze, and 
Grimbart, had set all the world asking who and what 
they were, and the story began to get itself known. 
The old editions, which had long slept unbound in 
reams upon the shelves, began to descend and clothe 
themselves in green and crimson. Mr. Dickens sent 
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a summary of it round the households of England. 
Everybody began to talk of Reineke; and now, at 
any rate, we said to ourselves, we shall see whether 
we are alone in our liking—whether others share in 
this strange sympathy, or whether it be some unique 
and monstrous moral obliquity in ourselves. 

We set to work, therefore, with all earnestness, 
feeling our way first with fear and delicacy, as con- 
scious of our own delinquency, to gather judgments 
which should be wiser than our own, and correct 
ourselves, if it proved that we required correction, 
with whatever severity might be necessary. The 
result of this labour of ours was not a little sur- 
prising. We found that women invariably, with that 
clear moral instinct of theirs, at once utterly repro- 
bated and detested our poor Reynard; detested the 
hero and detested the bard who sang of him with so 
much sympathy; while men we found almost in- 
variably feeling just as we felt ourselves, only with 
this difference, that we saw no trace of uneasiness in 
them about the matter. It was no little comfort to 
us, moreover, to find that the exceptions were rather 
among the half-men, the would-be extremely good, 
but whose goodness was of that dead and passive 
kind which spoke to but a small elevation of thought 
or activity; while just in proportion as a man was 
strong, and real, and energetic, was his ability to see 
good in Reineke. It was really most strange: one 
near friend of ours—a man who, as far as we knew 
(and we knew him well), had never done a wrong 
thing—when we ventured to hint something about 
roguery, replied, ‘You see, he was such a clever rogue, 
that he had a right.? Another, whom we pressed 
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more closely with that treacherous cannibal feast at 
Malepartus, on the body of poor Lampe, said off- 
hand and with much impatience of such questioning, 
‘Such fellows were made to be eaten.” What could 
we do? It had come to this ;—as in the exuberance 
of our pleasure with some dear child, no ordinary 
epithet will sometimes reach to express the vehe- 
mence of our affection, and borrowing language out 
of the opposites, we call him little rogue or little 
villain, so here, reversing the terms of the analogy, 
we bestow the fulness of our regard on Reineke 
because of that transcendently successful roguery. 
When we asked our friends how they came to feel 
as they did, they had little to say. They were not 
persons who could be suspected of any latent dis- 
position towards evil-doing; and yet though it 
appeared as if they were falling under the descrip- 
tion of those unhappy ones who, if they did not such 
things themselves, yet ‘had pleasure in those who 
did them,’ they did not care to justify themselves. 
The fact was so: apyy 76 éte: it was a fact—what 
could we want more? Some few attempted feebly to 
maintain that the book was a satire. But this only 
moved the difficulty a single step; for the fact of the 
sympathy remained unimpaired, and if it was a 
satire we were ourselves the objects of it. Others 
urged what we said above, that the story was only of 
poor animals that, according to Descartes, not only 
had no souls, but scarcely had even life in any original 
and sufficient sense, and therefore we need not 
trouble ourselves. But one of two alternatives it 
seemed we were bound to choose, either of which was 
fatal to the proposed escape. Either there was a 
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man hiding under the fox’s skin; or else, if real foxes 
have such brains as Reineke was furnished withal, 
no honest doubt could be entertained that some sort 
of conscience was not forgotten in the compounding of 
him, and he must be held answerable according to 
his knowledge. 

What would Mr. Carlyle say of it, we thought, 
with his might and right? ‘The just thing in the 
long run is the strong thing.’ But Reineke had a 
long run out and came in winner. Does he only 
“seem to succeed?’ Who does succeed, then, if he 
no more than seems? The vulpine intellect knows 
where the geese live, it is elsewhere said; but among 
Reineke’s victims we do not remember one goose, in 
the literal sense of goose; and as to geese meta- 
phorical, the whole visible world lies down com- 
placently at his feet. Nor does Mr. Carlyle’s ex- 
pressed language on this very poem serve any better 
to help us—nay, it seems as if he feels uneasy in the 
neighbourhood of so strong a rascal, so briefly he 
dismisses him. ‘Worldly prudence is the only virtue 
which is certain of its reward.’ Nay, but there is 
more in it than that: no worldly prudence would 
command the voices which have been given in to us 
for Reineke. 

Three only possibilities lay now before us: either 
we should, on searching, find something solid in the 
’ Fox’s doings to justify success; or else the just thing 
was not always the strong thing; or it might be, 
that such very semblance of success was itself the 
most miserable failure; that the wicked man who 
was struck down and foiled, and foiled again, till he 
unlearnt his wickedness, or till he was disabled from 
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any more attempting it, was blessed in his disappoint- 
ment; that to triumph in wickedness, and to con- 
tinue in it and to prosper to the end, was the last, 
worst penalty inflicted by the divine vengeance. “I»’ 
aOdvatos 7 adixos av—to go on with injustice through 
this world and through all eternity, uncleansed by 
any purgatorial fire, untaught by any untoward con- 
sequence to open his eyes and to see in its true 
accursed form the miserable demon to which he has 
sold himself—this, of all catastrophes which could 
befal an evil man, was the deepest, lowest, and most 
savouring of hell, which the purest of the Grecian 
moralists could reason out for himself,—under which 
third hypothesis many an uneasy misgiving would 
vanish away, and Mr. Carlyle’s broad aphorism might 
be accepted by us with thankfulness. 

It appeared, therefore, at any rate, to have to come 
to this—that if we wanted a solution for our sphinx 
enigma, no Cidipus was likely to rise and find it for 
us; and that if we wanted help, we must make it for 
ourselves. This only we found, that if we sinned in 
our regard for the unworthy animal, we shared our 
sin with the largest number of our own sex; com- 
forted with the sense of good fellowship, we went 
boldly to work upon our consciousness; and the im- 
perfect analysis which we succeeded in accomplish- 
ing, we here lay before you, whoever you may be, 
who have felt, as we have felt, a regard which was a 
moral disturbance to you, and which you will be 
pleased if we enable you to justify— 

Si quid novisti rectius istis, 


Candidus imperti; si non, his utere mecum. 


-Following the clue which was thrust into our hand 
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by the marked difference of the feelings of men upon 
the subject, from those of women, we were at once 
- satisfied that Reineke’s goodness, if he had any, 
must ley rather in the active than the passive depart- 
ment of life. The negative obedience to prohibitory 
precepts, under which women are bound as well as 
men, aS was already too clear, we were obliged to 
surrender as hopeless. But it seemed as if, with 
respect to men whose business is to do, and to labour, 
and to accomplish, this negative test was a seriously 
- Imperfect one; and it was quite as possible that a 
man who unhappily had broken many prohibitions 
might yet exhibit positive excellences, as that he 
might walk through life picking his way with the 
utmost assiduity, risking nothing and doing nothing, 
not committing a single sin, but keeping his talent 
carefully wrapt up in a napkin, and get sent, in the 
end, to outer darkness for his pains, as an unprofit- 
able servant. And this appeared the more important 
to us, as it was very little dwelt upon by religious or 
moral teachers: at the end of six thousand years, the 
popular notion of virtue, as far as it could get itself 
expressed, had not risen beyond the mere abstinence 
from certain specific bad actions. 

The king of the beasts forgives Reineke on account 
of the substantial services which at various times he 
has rendered. His counsel was always the wisest, 
his hand the promptest in cases of difficulty; and 
all that dexterity, and politeness, and courtesy, and 
exquisite culture had not been learnt without an 
effort, or without conquering many undesirable ten- 
dencies in himself. Men are not born with any art in 
its perfection, and Reineke had made himself valuable 
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by his own sagacity and exertion. Now, on the human 
stage, a man who has made himself valuable 1s 
certain to be valued. However we may pretend to 
estimate men according to the wrong things which 
they have done, or abstained from doing, we in fact 
follow the example of Nobel, the king of the beasts: 
we give them their places among us according to the 
serviceableness and capability which they display. 
We might mention not a few eminent public ser- 
vants, whom the world delights to honour—minis- 
ters, statesmen, lawyers, men of science, artists, 
poets, soldiers, who, if they were tried by the nega- 
tive test, would show but a poor figure; yet their 
value is‘too real to be dispensed with; and we 
tolerate unquestionable wrong to secure the services 
of eminent ability. The world really does this, and 
it always has really done it from the beginning of 
the human history; and it is only indolence or 
cowardice which has left our ethical teaching halting 
so far behind the universal and necessary practice. 
Even questionable prima donnas, in virtue of their 
sweet voices, have their praises hymned in drawing- 
room and newspaper, and applause rolls over them, 
and gold and bouquets shower on them from lips and 
hands which, except for those said voices, would 
treat them to a ruder reward. In real fact, we take 
our places in this world, not according to what we 
are not, but according to what we are. His Holiness 
Pope Clement, when his audience-room rang with 
furious outcries for justice on Benvenuto Cellini, 
who, as far as half-a-dozen murders could form a 
title, was as fair a candidate for the gallows as ever 
swung from that unlucky wood, replied, ‘ All this is 
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very well, gentlemen: these murders are bad things, 
we know that. But where am I to get another 
Benvenuto if you hang this one for me?’ 

Or, to take an acknowledged hero, one of the old 
Greek sort, the theme of the song of the greatest of 
human poets, whom it is less easy to refuse to admire 
than even our friend Reineke. Take Ulysses. It 
cannot be said that he kept his hands from taking 
what was not his, or his tongue from speaking what 
was not true; and if Frau Ermelyn had to complain 
(as indeed there was too much reason for her com- 
plaining) of certain infirmities in her good husband 
Reineke, Penelope, too, might have urged a thing or 
two, if she had known as much about the matter as 
we know, which the modern moralist would find it 
hard to excuse. | 

After all is said, the capable man is the man to be 
admired. ‘The man who tries and fails, what is the 
use of him? Weare in this world to do something 
—not to fail in doing it. Of your bunglers—helpless, 
inefficient persons, ‘ unfit alike for good or ill,’ who 
try one thing, and fail because they are not strong 
enough, and another, because they have not energy 
enough, and a third, because they have no talent— 
inconsistent, unstable, and therefore never to excel, 
what shall we say of them? what use is there in 
them? what hope is there of them? what can we 
wish for them? 70 poor elyar mdavt dpctov. It 
were better for them they had never been born. To 
be able to do what a man tries to do, that is the first 
requisite; and given that, we may hope all things 
for him. ‘Hell is paved with good intentions,’ the 
proverb says; and the enormous proportion of bad 
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successes in this life lie between the desire and the 
execution. Give us a man who is able to do what he 
settles that he desires to do, and we have the one 
thing indispensable. If he can succeed doing ill, 
much more he can succeed doing well. Show him 
better, and, at any rate, there is a chance that he 
will do better. 

We are not concerned here with Benvenuto or 
with Ulysses further than to show, through the 
position which we all consent to give them, that 
there is much unreality in our common moral talk, 
against which we must be on our guard. And if we 
fling off an old friend, and take to affecting a hatred 
of him which we do not feel, we have scarcely gained 
by the exchange, even though originally our friend- 
ship may have been misplaced. 

Capability no one will deny to Reineke. That is 
the very differentia of him. An ‘animal capable’ 
would be his sufficient definition. Here is another 
very genuinely valuable feature about him—his won- 
derful singleness of character. Lying, treacherous, 
cunning scoundrel as he is, there is a wholesome 
absence of humbug about him. Cheating all the 
world, he never cheats himself; and while he is a 
hypocrite, he is always a conscious hypocrite—a form 
of character, however paradoxical it may seem, a 
great deal more accessible to good influences than 
the other of the unconscious sort. Ask Reineke for 
the principles of his life, and if it suited his purpose 
to tell you, he could do so with the greatest exact- 
ness. There would be no discrepancy between the 
profession and the practice. He is most truly single- 
minded, and therefore stable in his ways, and there- 
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fore, as the world goes, and in the world’s sense, 
successful. Whether really successful is a question 
we do not care here to enter on; but only to say this 
—that of all unsuccessful men in every sense, eithex 
divine, or human, or devilish, there is none equal 
to Bunyan’s Mr. Facing-both-ways—the fellow with 
one eye on heaven and one on earth—who sincerely} 
preaches one thing, and sincerely does another; and 
from the intensity of his unreality is unable either 
to see or feel the contradiction. Serving God 
with his lips, and with the half of his mind which 
is not bound up in the world, and serving the devil 
with his actions, and with the other half, he is 
substantially trying to cheat both God and the devil, 
and is, in fact, only cheating himself and his 
neighbours. This, of all characters upon the earth, 
appears to us to be the one of whom there is no 
hope at all—a character becoming, in these days, 
alarmingly abundant; and the abundance of which 
makes us find even in a Reineke an inexpressible 
relief. 

But what we most thoroughly value in him is his 
capacity, He can do what he sets to work to do. 
That blind instinct with which the world shouts and 
claps its hand for the successful man, is one of those 
latent impulses in us which are truer than we 
know; it is the universal confessional to which 
Nature leads us, and, in her intolerance of disguise 
and hypocrisy, compels us to be our own accusers. 
Whoever can succeed in a given condition of society, 
can succeed only in virtue of fulfilling the terms 
which society exacts of him; and if he can fulfil 
them triumphantly, of course it rewards him and 
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praises him. He is what the rest of the world would 
be, if their powers were equal to their desires. He 
has accomplished what they all are vaguely, and with 
imperfect consistency, struggling to accomplish ; and 
the character of the conqueror—the means and appli- 
ances by which he has climbed up that great pinnacle 
on which he stands victorious, the observed of all ob- 
servers, is no more than a very exact indicator of the 
amount of real virtue in the age, out of which he 
stands prominent. 

We are forced to acknowledge that it was not a 
very virtuous age in which Reineke made himself a 
great man; but that was the fault of the age as 
much as the fault of him. His nature is to succeed 
wherever he is. Ifthe age had required something 
else of him, then he would have been something else. 
Whatever it had said {to him, ‘Do, and I will make 
you my hero,’ that Reineke would have done. No 
appetite makes a slave of him—no faculty refuses 
obedience to his will. His entire nature is under 
perfect organic control to the one supreme authority. 
And the one object for which he lives, and for which, 
let his lot have been cast in whatever century it 
might, he would always have lived, is to rise, to 
thrive, to prosper, and become great. 

The world as he found it said to him—Prey 
upon us; we are your oyster, let your wit open us. 
If you will only do it cleverly—if you will take care 
that we shall not close upon your fingers in the 
process, you may devour us at your pleasure, and we 
shall feel ourselves highly honoured. Can we wonder 
at a fox of Reineke’s abilities taking such a world at 
its word ? 
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And let it not be supposed that society in this 
earth of ours is ever so viciously put together, is ever 
so totally without organic life, that a rogue, un- 
redeemed by any merit, can prosper in it. There is 
no strength in rottenness; and when it comes to 
that, society dies and falls in pieces. Success, as it 
is called, even worldly success, is impossible, without 
some exercise of what is called moral virtue, without 
some portion of it, infinitesimally small, perhaps, but 
still some. Courage, for instance, steady self-con- 
fidence, self-trust, self-reliance—that only basis and 
foundation stone on which a strong character can 
rear itself—do we not see this in Reineke? While 
he lives, he lives for himself; but if he comes to 
dying, he can die like his betters; and his wit is not 
of that effervescent sort which will fly away at the 
sight of death and leave him panic-stricken. It is 
true there is a meaning to that word courage, which 
was perhaps not to be found in the dictionary in 
which Reineke studied. ‘I hope I am afraid of 


nothing, Tim,’ said my uncle Toby, ‘ except doing a - 


wrong thing.’ With Reineke there was no ‘ except.’ 
His digestive powers shrank from no action, good or 
bad, which would serve his turn. Yet it required no 
slight measure of courage to treat his fellow-creatures 
with the steady disrespect with which Reineke treats 
them. To walk along among them, regardless of any 
interest but his own; out of mere wantonness to hook 
them up like so many cockchafers, and spin them for 
his pleasure; not hke Domitian, with an imperial 
army to hold them down during the operation, but 
with no other assistance but his own little body and 
large wit; it was something to venture upon. Anda 
VOL. II. T 
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world which would submit to be so treated, what 
could he do but despise ? | 

To the animals utterly below ourselves, external to 
our own species, we hold ourselves bound by no law. 
We say to them, vos non vobis, without any uneasy 
misgivings. We rob the bees of their honey, the 
cattle of their lives, the horse and the ass of their » 
liberty. We kill the wild animals that they may not 
interfere with our pleasures; and acknowledge our- 
selves bound to them by no terms except what are 
dictated by our own convenience. And why should 
Reineke have acknowledged an obligation any more 
than we, to creatures so utterly below himself? He 
was so clever, as our friend said, that he had a right. 
That he could treat them so, Mr. Carlyle would say, 
proves that he had a right. 

But it is a mistake to say he is without a con- 
science. No bold creature is ever totally without 
‘one. Even Iago shows some sort of conscience. 
Respecting nothing else in heaven or earth, he re- 
spects and even reverences his own intellect. After 
one of those sweet interviews with Roderigo, his, 
what we must call: conscience, takes him to account 
for his company; and he pleads to it in his own 
justification— 

For I mine own gained knowledge should profane 

Were I to waste myself with such a snipe 

But for my sport and profit. 
Reineke, if we take the mass of his misdeeds, 
preyed chiefly, ike our own Robin Hood, on rogues 
who were greater rogues than himself. If Bruin 
chose to steal Rusteviel’s honey, if Hintze trespassed 
in the priest’s granary, they were but taken in their 
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own evildoings. And what is Isegrim, the worst of 
Reineke’s victims, but a great heavy, stupid, lawless 
brute ?—fair type, we will suppose, of not a few 
Front-de-Boeufs and other so-called nobles of the 
poet’s era, whose will to do mischief was happily 
limited by their obtuseness. We remember that 
French baron — Gilbert de Retz, we believe, was 
his name — who, like Isegrim, had studied at the 
universities, and passed for learned, whose after- 
dinner pastime for many years, as it proved at last, 
was to cut children’s throats for the pleasure of 
watching them die. We may well feel gratitude that 
a Reineke was provided to be the scourge of such 
monsters as these; and we have a thorough pure, exu- 
berant satisfaction in seeing the intellect in that little 
weak body triumph over them and trample them 
down. This, indeed, this victory of intellect over 
brute force, is one great secret of our pleasure in the 
poem, and goes far, in the Carlyle direction, to satisfy 
us that, at any rate, it is not given to mere base 
physical strength to win in the battle of life, even in 
times when physical strength is apparently the only 
recognised power. 

We are insensibly falling from our self-assumed 
judicial office into that of advocacy ; and sliding into 
what may be plausibly urged, rather than standing 
fast on what we can surely affirm. Yet there are 
cases when it is fitting for the judge to become the 
advocate of an undefended prisoner; and advocacy is 
only plausible when a few words of truth are mixed 
with what we say, like the few drops of wine which 
colour and faintly flavour the large draught of water. 


Such few grains or drops, whatever they may be, we 
T2 
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must leave to the kindness of Reynard’s friends to 
distil for him, while we continue a little longer in the 
same strain. 

After all, it may be said, what is it in man’s nature 
which is really admirable? It is idle for us to waste 
our labour in passing Reineke through the moral 
crucible unless we shall recognise the results when 
we obtain them; and in these moral sciences our 
analytical tests can only be obtained by a study of 
our own internal experience. If we desire to know 
what we admire in Reineke, we must look for what 
we admire in ourselves. And what is that? Is it 
what on Sundays, and on set occasions, and when we 
are mounted on our moral stilts, we are pleased to 
call goodness, probity, obedience, humility? Is it? 
Is it really ? Is it not rather the face and form which 
Nature made—the strength which is ours, we know 
not how—our talents, our rank, our possessions? It 
appears to us that we most value in ourselves and 
most admire in our neighbour, not acquisitions, but 
gifts. A man does not praise himself for being good. 
If he praise himself he is not good. The first con- 
dition of goodness is forgetfulness of self ; and where 
self has entered, under however plausible a form, the 
health is but skin-deep, and underneath there is cor- 
ruption. And so through everything; we value, we 
are vain of, proud of, or whatever you please to 
call it, not what we have done for ourselves, but what 
has been done for us—what has been given to us by 
the upper powers. We look up to high-born men, to 
wealthy men, to fortunate men, to clever men. Is it 
not so? Whom do we choose for the county mem- 
ber, the magistrate, the officer, the minister? The 
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good man we leave to the humble enjoyment of his 
goodness, and we look out for the able or the wealthy. 
And again of the wealthy, as if on every side to wit- 
ness to the same universal law, the man who with no 
labour of his own has inherited a fortune, ranks 
higher in the world’s esteem than his father who 
made it. We take rank by descent. Such of us as 
have the longest pedigree, and are therefore the far- 
thest removed from the first who made the fortune 
and founded the family, we are the noblest. The 
nearer to the fountain, the fouler the stream; and 
that first ancestor, who has soiled his fingers by la- 
bour, is no better than a parvenu. 

_ And as it is with what we value, so it is with what 
we blame. Itis an old story, that there is no one 
who would not in his heart prefer being a knave to 
being a fool; and when we fail in a piece of at- 
tempted roguery, as Coleridge has wisely observed, 
though reasoning unwisely from it, we lay the blame, 
not on our own moral nature, for which we are 
responsible, but on our intellectual, for which we are 
not responsible. We do not say what knaves, we say 
what fools, we have been; perplexing Coleridge, who 
regards it as a phenomenon of some deep moral dis- 
order; whereas itis but one more evidence of the 
universal fact that gifts are the true and proper ob- 
ject of appreciation; and as we admire men for 
possessing gifts, so we blame them for their absence. 
The noble man is the gifted man; the ignoble is the 
ungifted ; and therefore we have only to state a sim- 
ple law in simple language to have a full solution of 
the enigma of Reineke. He has gifts enough: of 
that, at least, there can be no doubt ; and if he lacks 
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the gift to use them in the way which we call good, 
at least he uses them successfully. His victims are 
less gifted than he, and therefore less noble; and 
therefore he has a right to use them as he pleases. 

And, after all, what are these victims ? Among the 
heaviest charges which were urged against him was 
the killing and eating of that wretched Scharfenebbe 
—Sharpbeak—the crow’s wife. It is well that there 
are two sides to every story. A poor weary fox, it 
seemed, was not to be allowed to enjoy a quiet sleep 
in the sunshine but what an unclean carrion bird 
must come down and take a peck at him. We can 
feel no sympathy with the outcries of the crow hus- 
band over the fate of the unfortunate Sharpbeak. 
Wofully, he says, he flew over the place where, a few 
moments before, in the glory of glossy plumage, a 
loving wife sate croaking out her passion for him, 
and found nothing—nothing but a little blood and a 
few torn feathers—all else clean gone and utterly 
abolished. Well, and if it was so, it was a blank 
prospect for him, but the earth was well rid of her ; 
and for herself, it was a higher fate to be assimilated 
into the body of Reineke than to remain in a mise- 
rable individuality to be a layer of carrion crows’ eggs. 

And then for Bellyn, and for Bruin, and for Hintze, 
and the rest, who would needs be meddling with 
what was no concern of theirs—what is there in them 
to challenge either regret or pity? They made love 
to their occupation. 


’Tis dangerous when the baser nature falls 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites : 

They lie not near our conscience. 


Reynard the Fox. 279 


' Ah! if they were all. But there is one misdeed, 
one which outweighs all others whatsoever—a crime 
which it is useless to palliate, let our other friend say 
what he pleased; and Reineke himself felt it so. It 
sate heavy, for him, on his soul, and alone of all the 
actions of his life we are certain that he wished it 
undone—the death and eating of that poor foolish 
Lampe, the hare. It was a paltry revenge in Reineke. 
Lampe had told tales of him; he had complained 
that Reineke, under pretence of teaching him his 
Catechism, had seized him and tried to murder him; 
and though he provoked his fate by thrusting himself, 
after such a warning, into the jaws of Malepartus, 
Reineke betrays an uneasiness about it in confession ; 
and, unlike himself, feels it necessary to make some 
sort of an excuse. 

Grimbart, the badger, Reineke’s father confessor, 
had been obliged to speak severely of the seriousness 
of the offence. ‘* You see,’ Reineke answers :— 

To help oneself out throagh the world is a queer sort of business: one 
ean not 

Keep, you know, quite altogether as pure as one can in the cloister. 

When we are handling honey we now and then lick at our fingers. 

Lampe sorely provoked me; he frisked about this way and that way, 


Up and down, under my eyes, and he looked so fat and s0 jolly, 
Really I could not resist it. I entirely forgot how I loved him, 


- And then he was so stupid. 


But even this acknowledgment does not satisfy 
Reineke. His mind 1s evidently softened, and it was 
on that occasion that he poured out his pathetic lamen- 
tation over the sad condition of the world—so fluent, 
so musical, so touching, that Grimbart listened with 
wide eyes, unable, till it had run to the length of a 
sermon, to collect himself. It is true that at last his 
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office as ghostly father obliged him to put in a slight 
demurrer :— 
Uncle, the badger replied, why these are the sins of your neighbours ; 


Yours, I should think, were sufficient, and rather more now to the 
purpose. 


But he sighs to think what a bishop Reineke 
would have made. | 

And now, for the present, farewell to Reineke 
Fuchs, and to the song in which his glory is en- 
shrined—the Welt Bibel, Bible of this world, as 
Goethe called it, the most exquisite moral satire, as 
we will call it, which has ever been composed. It is 
not addressed to a passing mode of folly or of pro- 
fligacy, but it touches the perennial nature of man- 
kind, laying bare our own sympathies, and tastes, 
and weaknesses, with as keen and true an edge as 
when the living world of the old Swabian poet winced 
under its earliest utterance. 

Humorous in the high pure sense, every laugh 

which it gives may have its echo in a sigh, or may 
glide into it as excitement subsides into thought; 
_ and yet, for those who do not care to find matter 
there either for thought or sadness, may remain in- 
nocently as a laugh. . 
- Too strong for railing, too kindly and loving for 
the bitterness of irony, the poem is, as the world 
itself, a book where each man will find what his na- 
ture enables him to see, which gives us back each our 
own image, and teaches us each the lesson which 
each of us desires to learn. 


THE CAT’S PILGRIMAGE. 


1850. 


PART. I. 


‘Ir isallvery fine,’ said the Cat, yawning, and stretch- 
ing herself against the fender, ‘ but it is rather a bore ; 
I don’t see the use of it.’ She raised herself, and 
arranging her tail into a ring, and seating herself in 
the middle of it, with her fore paws in a straight line 
from her shoulders, at right angles to the hearth-rug, 
she looked pensively at the fire. ‘It is very odd,’ 
she went on, ‘there is my poor Tom; he is gone. 
I saw him stretched out in the yard. I spoke to 
him, and he took no notice of me. He won’t, I sup-, 
pose, ever any more, for they put him under the 
earth. Nice fellow he was. It is wonderful how little 
one cares about it. So many jolly evenings we spent 
together; and-now I seem to get on quite as well 
without him. I wonder what has become of him; 
and my last children, too, what has become of them ? 
What are we here for? I would ask the men, only 
they are so conceited and stupid they can’t under- 
stand what we say. I hear them droning away, 
teaching their little ones every day; telling them to 
be good, and to do what they are bid, and all that. 
Nobody ever tells me to do anything; if they do I 
don’t do it, and Iam very good. I wonder whether 
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I should be any better if I minded more. Ill ask 
the Dog.’ 

‘Dog,’ said she, to a little fat spaniel coiled up on 
a mat like a lady’s muff with a head and tail stuck 
on to it, ‘Dog, what do you make of it all?’ 

The Dog faintly opened his languid eyes, looked 
sleepily at the Cat for a moment, and dropped them 
again. 

‘Dog,’ she said, ‘I want to talk to you; don’t go 
to sleep. Can’t you answer a civil question ?’ 

- Don’t bother me,’ said the Dog, ‘I am tired. I 
stood on my hind legs ten minutes thismorning before 
I could get my breakfast, and it hasn’t agreed 
with me.’ 

‘Who told you to doit?’ said the Cat. 

“Why, the lady I have to take care of me,’ replied 
the Dog. 

‘Do you feel any better for it, Dog, after you have 
been standing on your legs?’ asked she. 

. *Hav’n’t I told you, you stupid Cat, that it hasn’t 
agreed with me; let me go to sleep and don’t plague 
me.’ 

‘But I mean,’ persisted the Cat, ‘do you feel im- 
proved, as the men call it? They tell their children 
that if they do what they are told they will improve, 
and grow good and great. Do you feel good and 
great ?’ 7 

‘What do I know?’ said the Dog. ‘I eat my 
breakfast and am happy. Let me alone.’ 

‘Do you never think, oh Dog without a soul! Do 
you never wonder what dogs are, and what this 
world is?’ 

The Dog stretched himself, and rolled his eyes 
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lazily round the room. ‘I conceive,’ he said, ‘that 
the world is for dogs, and men and women are put 
into it to take care of dogs; women to take care of 
little dogs like me, and men for the big dogs like 
those in the yard—and cats,’ he continued, ‘are to 
know their place, and not to be troublesome.’ 

‘They beat you sometimes,’ said the Cat. ‘Why 
do they do that? They never beat me.’ 

‘If they forget their places, and beat me,’ snarled 
the Dog, ‘I bite them, and they don’t do it again. 
I should like to bite you, too, you nasty Cat; you 
have woke me up.’ 

‘There may be truth in what you say,’ said the 
Cat, calmly ; ‘but I think your view is limited. If 
you listened like me you would hear the men say it 
was all made for them, and you and I were made to 
amuse them.’ 

‘They don’t dare to say so,’ said the Dog. 

‘They do, indeed,’ said the Cat. ‘I hear many 
things which you lose by sleeping so much. They 
think I am asleep, and so they are not afraid to talk 
before me; but my ears are open when my eyes are 
shut.’ 

‘You surprise me,’ said the Dog. ‘I never listen 
to them, except when I take notice of them, and 
then they never talk of anything except of me.’ | 

‘I could tell you a thing or two about yourself 
which you don’t know,’ said the Cat. ‘You have 
never heard, I dare say, that once upon a time your 
fathers lived in a temple, and that people prayed to 
them.’ 

‘Prayed! what is that ?’ 

‘Why, they went on their knees to you to ask you 
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to give them good things, just as you stand on your 
toes to them now to ask for your breakfast. You 
don’t know either that you have got one of those 
bright things we see up in the air at night called after 
you.’ 

‘Well, it is just what I said,’ answered the Dog. 
‘I told you it was all made for us. They never did 
anything of that sort for you ?’ 

‘Didn’t they ? Why, there was a whole city where 
the people did nothing else, and as soon as we got 
stiff and couldn’t move about any more, instead of 
being put under the ground like poor Tom, we used 
to be stuffed full of all sorts of nice things, and kept 
better than we were when we were alive.’ 

‘You are a very wise Cat,’ answered her com- 
panion; ‘ but what good is it knowing all this? ’ 

‘Why, don’t you see,’ said she, ‘they don’t do it 
any more. We are going down in the world, we are, 
and that is why living on in this way is such an un- 
satisfactory sort of thing. I don’t.mean to complain 
for myself, and you needn’t, Dog; we have a quiet 
life of it; but a quiet life is not the thing, and if 
there is nothing to be done except sleep and eat, and 
eat and sleep, why, as I said before, I don’t see the 
use of it. There is something more in it than that ; 
there was once, and there will be again, and I sha’n’t 
be happy till I find it out. It is a shame, Dog, I 
say. The men have been here only a few thousand 
years, and we—why, we have been here hundreds of 
thousands; if we are older, we ought to be wiser. 
Pll go and ask the creatures in the wood.’ 

‘You'll learn more from the men,’ said the Dog. 

‘They are stupid, and they don’t know what I say 
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to them; besides, they are so conceited they care for 
nothing except themselves. No, I shall try what I 
can do in the woods. Id as soon go after poor Tom 
as stay living any longer like this.’ 

‘And where is poor Tom ?’ yawned the Dog. 

‘That is just one of the things I want to know,’ 
answered she. ‘Poor Tom is lying under the yard, 
or the skin of him, but whether that is the whole I 
don’t feel so sure. They didn’t think so in the city I 
told you about. It is a beautiful day, Dog; you 
won’t take a trot out with me?’ she added, wist- 
fully. 
‘Who? I’ said the Dog. ‘Not quite.’ 

‘You may get so wise,’ said she. 

‘Wisdom is good,’ said the Dog; ‘ but so is the 
hearth-rug, thank you! ’ 

‘But you may be free,’ said she. 

‘I shall have to hunt for my own dinner,’ said he. 

‘But, Dog, they may pray to you again,’ said she. 

‘But I sha’n’t have a softer mat to sleep upon, Cat, 
and as I am rather delicate, that is a consideration.’ 


PART II. 


So the Dog wouldn’t go, and the Cat set off by herself 
to learn how to be happy, and to be all that a Cat 
could be. It was a fine sunny morning. She deter- 
mined to try the meadow first, and, after an hour or 
two, if she had not succeeded, then to go off to the 
wood. A Blackbird was piping away on a thornbush 
as if his heart was running over with happiness. The 
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Cat had breakfasted, and so was able to listen without 
any mixture of feeling. She didn’t sneak. She 
walked boldly up under the bush, and the bird, seeing 
she had no bad purpose, sate still and sung on. 

‘Good morning, Blackbird; you seem to be enjoying 
yourself this fine day.’ 

‘Good morning, Cat.’ 

‘Blackbird, it is an odd question, perhaps. What 
ought one to do to be as happy as you?’ 

“Do your duty, Cat.’ 

‘But what is my duty, Blackbird ?’ 

‘Take care of your little ones, Cat.’ 

‘T hav’n’t any,’ said she. 

‘Then sing to your mate,’ said the bird. 

‘Tom is dead,’ said she. 

‘Poor Cat!’ said the bird. ‘Then sing over his 
grave. If your song is sad, you will find your heart 
grow lighter for it.’ 

‘Mercy !’ thought the Cat. ‘I could do a little 
singing with a living lover, but I never heard of 
singing for a dead one. But you see, bird, it isn’t 
Cats’ nature. When I am cross, [ mew. When I 
am pleased, I purr; but I must be pleased first. I 
can’t purr myself into happiness.’ 

‘I am afraid there is something the matter with 
your heart, my Cat. It wants warming; good- 
bye.’ 

The Blackbird flew away. The Cat looked sadly 
after him. ‘ Hethinks I am like him; and he doesn’t 
know that a Cat is a Cat,’ said she. ‘As it happens 
now, I feel a great deal for a Cat. IfI hadn’t got a 
heart I shouldn’t be unhappy. Iwon’t beangry. PU 
try that great fat fellow.’ 
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The Ox lay placidly chewing, with content beaming 
out of his eyes and playing on his mouth. 

‘ Ox,’ she said, ‘ what is the way to be happy ?’ 

‘Do your duty,’ said the Ox. 

‘Bother,’ said the Cat, ‘duty again! What is 
it, Ox?’ 

‘Get your dinner,’ said the Ox. 

‘But it is got for me, Ox; and I have nothing to 
do but to eat it.’ 

‘Well, eat it, then, ike me.’ 

“So Ido; but I am not happy for all that.’ 

‘Then you are a very wicked, ungrateful Cat.’ 

The Ox munched away. A Bee buzzed into a 
buttercup under the Cat’s nose. 

‘I beg your pardon,’ said the Cat, ‘it isn’t curiosity 
—what are you doing ?’ 

‘Doing my duty; don’t stop me, Cat.’ 

‘But, Bee, what is your duty ?’ 

‘Making honey,’ said the Bee. 

‘I wish I could make honey,’ sighed the Cat. 

‘Do you mean to say you can’t?’ said the Bee. ‘How 
stupid you must be. What do you do, then?’ 

‘I do nothing, Bee. I can’t get anything to do.’ 

‘You won’t get anything to do, you mean, you lazy 
Cat! You are a good-for-nothing drone. Do you 
know what we do to our drones? We kill them; 
and that is all they are fit for. Good morning to 
you.” 

‘Well, I am sure,’ said the Cat, ‘ they are treating 
‘me civilly ; I had better have stopped at home at this 
rate. Stroke my whiskers! heartless! wicked! good- 
for-nothing! stupid! and only fit to be killed! This 
is a pleasant beginning, anyhow. I must look for 
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some wiser creatures than these are. What shall I 
do? Iknow. I know where I will go.’ 

It was in the middle of the wood. The bush was 
very dark, but she found him by his wonderful eye. 
Presently, as she got used to the light, she dis- 
tinguished a sloping roll of feathers, a rounded breast, 
surmounted by a round head, set close to the body, 
without an inch of a neck intervening. ‘ How wise 
he looks!’ she said; ‘What a brain! what a forehead ! 
His head is not long, but what an expanse ! and what 
a depth of earnestness! The Owl sloped his head a 
little on one side ; the Cat slanted hers upon the other. 
The Owl set it straight again, the Cat did the same. 
They stood looking in this way for some minutes; at 
last, in a whispering voice, the Owl said, ‘ What are 
you who presume to look into my repose? Pass on 
upon your way, and carry elsewhere those prying eyes.’ 

‘Oh, wonderful Owl,’ said the Cat, ‘you are wise, 
and I want to be wise; and I am come to you to 
teach me.’ . 

A film floated backwards and forwards over the 
Owl’s eyes; it was his way of showing that he was 
pleased. 

‘I have heard in our schoolroom,’ went on the Cat, 
‘that you sate on the shoulder of Pallas, and she told 
you all about it.’ 

‘And what would you know, oh, my daughter?’ 
said the Owl. 

' © Kverything,’ said the Cat, ‘everything. First of 
all, how to be happy.’ 

‘Mice content you not, my child, even as they 
content not me,’ said the Owl. ‘ It is good.’ 

‘ Mice, indeed!’ said the Cat; ‘ no, Parlour Cats 
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don’t eat mice. I have better than mice, and no 
trouble to get it; but I want something more.’ 

‘The body’s meat is provided. You would now 
fill your soul.’ | 

‘I want to improve,’ said the Cat. ‘ I want some- 
thing to do. I want to find out what the creatures 
call my duty.’ 

‘ You would learn how to employ those happy hours 
of your leisure—rather how to make them happy by a 
_worthy use. Meditate, oh Cat! meditate! meditate !’ 

‘ That is the very thing,’ said she. ‘ Meditate! that 
is what I like above all things. Only I want to know 
how: I want something to meditate about. Tell me, 
Owl, and I will bless you every hour of the day as 
I sit by the parlour fire.’ 

‘I will tell you,’ answered the Owl, ‘ what I have 
been thinking of ever since the moon changed. You 
shall take it home with you and think about it too; 
and the next full moon you shall come again to me; 
we will compare our conclusions.’ 

‘ Delightful! delightful!’ said the Cat. ‘ What 
is it? I will try this minute.’ 

‘ From the beginning,’ replied the Owl, ‘ our race 
have been considering which first existed, the Owl 
or the egg. The Owl comes from the egg, but like- 
wise the egg from the Owl.’ 

‘Mercy!’ said the Cat. 

‘ From sunrise to sunset I ponder on it, oh Cat! 
When I reflect on the beauty of the complete Owl, I 
think that must have been first, as the cause is 
greater than the effect. When I remember my own 
childhood, I incline the other way.’ 

‘Well, but how are we to find out?’ said the Cat. 
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‘ Find out!’ said the Owl. ‘ We can never find 
out. The beauty of the question is, that its solution is 
impossible. What would become of all our delightful 
reasonings, oh, unwise Cat! if we were so unhappy 
as to know?’ 

‘ But what in the world is the good of thinking 
about it, if you can’t, oh Owl?’ 

‘My child, that is a foolish question. It is good, 
in order that the thoughts on these things may 
stimulate wonder. It is in wonder that the Owl is 
great.’ 

‘Then you don’t know anything at all,’ said the 
Cat. ‘ What did you sit on Pallas’s shoulder for > 
You must have gone to sleep.’ 

‘ Your tone is over flippant, Cat, for philosophy. 
The highest of all knowledge is to know that we 
know nothing.’ 

The Cat made two great arches with her back and 
her tail. 

‘ Bless the mother that laid you,’ said she. ‘ You 
were dropped by mistake in a goose nest. You won’t 
do. I don’t know much, but I am not such a crea- 
ture as you, anyhow. A great white thing! ’ 

She straitened her body, stuck her tail up on end, 
and marched off with much dignity. But, though 
she respected herself rather more than before, she 
was not on the way to the end of her difficulties. 
She tried all the creatures she met without advancing 
a step. They had all the old story, ‘ Do your duty.’ 
But each had its own, and no one could tell her what 
hers was. Only one point they all agreed upon—the 
duty of getting their dinner when they were hungry. 
The day wore on, and she began to think she would 
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like hers. . Her meals came so regularly at home that 
she scarcely knew what hunger was; but now the 
sensation came over her very palpably, and she ex- 
perienced quite new emotions as the hares and rabbits 
skipped about her, or as she spied a bird upon a tree. 
For a moment she thought she would go back and eat 
the Owl—he was the most useless creature she had 
seen; but on second thought she didn’t fancy he 
would be nice: besides that, his claws were sharp and 
his beak too. Presently, however, as she sauntered 
down the path, she came on a little open patch of 
green, in the middle of which a fine fat Rabbit was 
sitting. There was no escape. The path ended 
there, and the bushes were so thick on each side that 
he couldn’t get away except through her paws. 

‘ Really,’ said the Cat, ‘ I don’t wish to be trouble- 
some; I wouldn’t do it if I could help it; but Iam 
very hungry, I am afraid I must eat you. It is very 
unpleasant, I assure you, to me as well as to you.’ 

The poor Rabbit begged for mercy. 

‘ Well,’ said she, ‘ I think it is hard ; I do really— 
and, if the law could be altered, I should be the first 
to welcome it. But what can a Cat do? You eat 
the grass; Ieat you. But, Rabbit, I wish you would 
do me a favour.’ 

‘ Anything to save my life,’ said the Rabbit. 

‘It is not exactly that,’ said the Cat; ‘ but I 
haven’t been used to killing my own dinner, and it is 
disagreeable. Couldn’t you die? I shall hurt you 
dreadfully if I kill you.’ : 

‘Oh!’ said the Rabbit, ‘ you are a kind Cat; I 
see it in your eyes, and your whiskers don’t curl like 
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those of the cats in the woods. Jam sure you will 
spare me.’ 

‘ But, Rabbit, it is a question of principle. I have 
to do my duty; and the only duty I have, as far as I 
can make out, 1s to get my dinner.’ 

‘If you kill me, Cat, to do your duty, I sha’n’t be 
able to do mine.’ 

It was a doubtful point, and the Cat was new to 
casuistry. ‘ What is-your duty ?’ said she. 

‘I have seven little ones at home—seven little 
ones, and they will all die without me. Pray let 
me go.’ 

‘What! do you take care of your children?’ 
said the Cat. ‘ How interesting! I should like to 
see that; take me.’ 

‘Oh! you would eat them, you would,’ said the 
Rabbit. ‘No! better eat me than them. No, no.’ 

‘Well, well,’ said the Cat, ‘I don’t know; I sup- 
pose I couldn’t answer for myself. I don’t think I 
am right, for duty is pleasant, and it is very un- 
pleasant to be so hungry; but I suppose you must go. 
You seem a good Rabbit. Are you happy, Rabbit?’ 

‘Happy! oh, dear beautiful Cat! if you spare me 
to my poor babies !’ 

‘Pooh, pooh!’ said the Cat, peevishly; ‘I don’t 
want fine speeches ; I meant whether you thought it 
worth while to be alive! Of course you do! Itdon’t 
matter. Go, and keep out of my way; for, if I don’t 
get my dinner, you may not get off another time. 
Get along, Rabbit.’ 
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PART II. 


Ir was a great day in the Fox’s cave. The. eldest 
cub had the night before brought home his first 
goose, and they were just sitting down to it as the 
Cat came by. 

‘Ah, my young lady! what, you in the woods? 
Bad feeding at home, eh? Come out to hunt for 
yourself ?” 

The goose smelt excellent; the Cat couldn’t help a 
wistful look. She was only come, she said, to pay 
her respects to her wild friends. 

‘Just in time,’ said the Fox. ‘Sit down and take 
a bit of dinner; I see you want it. Make room, you 
cubs; place a seat for the lady.’ 

‘Why, thank you,’ said the Cat, ‘yes; I acknow- 
ledge it is not unwelcome. Pray, don’t disturb 
yourselves, young Foxes. I am hungry. I met a 
Rabbit on my way here. I was going to eat him, 
but he talked so prettily I let him go.’ 

The cubs looked up from their plates, and burst 
out laughing. 

‘For shame, young rascals,’ said their father. 
‘Where are your manners? Mind your dinner, 
and don’t be rude.’ 

‘Fox,’ she said, when it was over, and the cubs 
were gone to play, ‘you are very clever. The other 
creatures are all stupid.” The Fox bowed. ‘ Your 
family were always clever,’ she continued. ‘I have 
heard about them in the books they use in our school- 
room. It is many years since your ancestor stole the 
crow’s dinner.’ 
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‘Don’t say stole, Cat; it is not pretty. Obtained 
by superior ability.’ 

‘I beg your pardon,’ said the Cat; ‘it is all living 
with those men. That is not the point. Well, but I 
want to know whether you are any wiser or any better 
than Foxes were then ?’ | 

‘Really,’ said the Fox, ‘I am what Nature made 
me. I don’t know. I am proud of my ancestors, 
and do my best to keep up the credit of the family.’ 

‘Well, but Fox, I mean do you improve? do I? do 
any of you? The men are always talking about 
doing their duty, and that, they say, is the way to 
improve, and to be happy. And as I was not happy, 
I thought that had, perhaps, something to do with it, 
so I came out to talk to the creatures. They also had 
the old chant—duty, duty, duty; but none of them 
could tell me what mine was, or whether I had any.’ 

The Fox smiled. ‘ Another leaf out of your school- 
room,’ said he. ‘Can’t they tell you there ?” 

‘Indeed,’ she said, ‘they are very absurd. They 
say a great deal about themselves, but they only 
speak disrespectfully of us. If such creatures as they 
can do their duty, and improve, and be happy, why 
can’t we ?’ 7 

‘They say they do, do they ?’ said the Fox. ‘ What 
do they say of me?’ 

The Cat hesitated. 

‘Don’t be afraid of hurting my feelings, Cat. Out 
with it.’ 

‘They do all justice to your abilities, Fox,’ said 
she; ‘but your morality, they say, is not high. They 
say you are a rogue.’ 

‘Morality !’ said the Fox. ‘Very moral and good 
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they are. And you really believe all that? What 
do they mean by calling me a rogue ?” 

‘They mean you take whatever you can get, with- 
out caring whether it is just or not.’ 

‘My dear Cat, it is very well for a man, if he can’t 
bear his own face, to paint a pretty one on a panel 
and call it a looking-glass ; but you don’t mean that 
it takes you in.’ | 

‘Teach me,’ said the Cat. ‘I fear I am weak.’ 

“Who get justice from the men unless they can force 
it? Ask the sheep that are cut into mutton. Ask the 
horses that draw their ploughs. I don’t mean it is 
wrong of the men to do as they do; but they needn’t 
lie about it.’ 

‘You surprise me,’ said the Cat. 

‘My good Cat, there is but one law in the world. 
The weakest goes to the wall. The men are sharper- 
witted than the creatures, and so they get the better 
of them and use them. They may call it just if they 
like; but when a tiger eats a man I guess he has just 
as much justice on his side as the man when he eats 
a sheep.’ 

‘And that is the whole of it,’ said the Cat. ‘ Well, 

it is very sad; What do you do with yourself?’ 
6g My duty, to be sure,’ said the Fox; ‘use my wits 
and enjoy myself. My dear friend, you and I are on 
the lucky side. We eat and are not eaten.’ 

‘Except by the hounds now and then,’ said the Cat. 

‘Yes; by brutes that forget their nature, and sell 
their freedom to the men,’ said the Fox, bitterly. 
‘In the meantime my wits have kept my skin whole 
hitherto, and I bless Nature for making me a Fox 
and not a goose.’ 
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‘And are you happy, Fox ?’ 

‘Happy! yes, of course. So would you be if you 
would do like me, and use your wits. My good Cat, 
I should be as miserable as you if I found my geese 
every day at the cave’s mouth. I have to hunt for 
them, lie for them, sneak for them, fight for them ; 
cheat those old fat farmers, and bring out what there 
is inside me; and then I am happy—of course I am. 
And then, Cat, think of my feelings as a father last 
night, when my dear boy came home with the very 
young gosling which was marked for the Michaelmas 
dinner! Old Reineke himself wasn’t more than a 
match for that young Fox at his years. You know 
our epic ?” 

‘A little of it, Fox. They don’t read it in our 
schoolroom. They say it is not moral; but I have 
heard pieces of it. I hope it is not all quite true.’ 

‘Pack of stuff! it is the only true book that ever 
was written. If it is not, it ought to be. Why, that 
book is the law of the world—la carriére aux talents 
—and writing it was the honestest thing ever done by 
aman. That fellow knew a thing or two, and wasn’t 
ashamed of himself when he did know. They are all 
like him, too, if they would only say so. . There never 
was one of them yet who wasn’t more ashamed of 
being called ugly than of being called a rogue, and 
of being called stupid than of being called naughty.’ 

‘It has a roughish end, this life of yours, if you 
keep clear of the hounds, Fox,’ said the Cat. 

‘What! a rope in the yard! Well, it must end 
some day; and when the farmer catches me I shall 
be getting old, and my brains will be taking leave 
of me; so the sooner I go the better, that I may 
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disgrace myself the less. Better be jolly while it 
lasts, than sit mewing out your life and grumbling at 
it as a bore.’ 

‘Well,’ said the Cat, ‘I am very much obliged to you. 
I suppose I may even get home again. I shall not 
find a wiser friend than you, and perhaps I shall not 
find another good-natured enough to give me so good 
a dinner. But it is very sad.’ 

‘Think of what I have said,’ answered the Fox. 
‘Tl call at your house some night; you will take me 
a walk round the yard, and then I'll show you.’ 

‘Not quite,’ thought the Cat, as she trotted off; 
‘one good turn deserves another, that is true; and 
you have given me a dinner. But they have given 
me many at home, and I mean to take a few more 
of them; so I think you mustn’t go round our yard.’ 


PART IV. 


THE next morning, when the Dog came down to 
breakfast, he found his old friend sitting in her usual 
place on the hearth-rug. 

‘Oh! so you have come back,’ said he. ‘ Howd’ye 
do? You don’t look as if you had had a very plea- 
sant journey.’ | 

‘T have learnt something,’ said the Cat. ‘Know- 
ledge is never pleasant.’ 

‘Then it is better to be without it,’ said the Dog. 

‘Especially, better to be without knowing how to 
stand on one’s hind legs, Dog,’ said the Cat; ‘still 
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you see, you are proud of it; but I have learnt a 
great deal, Dog. They won’t worship you any more, 
and it is better for you; you wouldn’t be any happier. 
What did you do yesterday ?’ 

‘Indeed,’ said the Dog, ‘I hardly remember. I 
slept after you went away. In the afternoon I took 
a drive in the carriage. Then I had my dinner. My 
maid washed me and put me to bed. There is the 
difference between you and me; you have to wash 
yourself and put yourself to bed.’ | 

‘And you really don’t find it a bore, living like 
this ? Wouldn’t you like something to do? Wouldn’t 
you like some children to play with? The Fox 
seemed to find it very pleasant.’ 

‘Children, indeed!’ said the Dog, ‘when I have 
got men and women. Children are well enough for 
foxes and wild creatures; refined dogs know better; . 
and, for domg—can’t I stand on my toes? can’t I 
dance ? at least, couldn’t I before I was so fat? 

‘Ah! I see everybody likes what he was bred to,’ 
sighed the Cat. ‘Iwas bred to do nothing, and I 
must like that. Train the cat as the cat should go, 
and the cat will be happy and ask no questions. 
Never seek for impossibilities, Dog. That is the 
secret.’ 

‘And you have spent a day im the woods to learn 
that,’ said he. ‘I could have taught you that. Why, 
Cat, one day when you were sitting scratching 
your nose before the fire, 1 thought you looked so 
pretty that I should have liked to marry you; but I 
knew I couldn’t, so I didn’t make myself miser- 
able.’ 

The Cat looked at him with her odd green eyes. 
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‘I never wished to marry you, Dog; I shouldn’t have 
presumed. But it was wise of you not to fret about 
it. But, listen to me, Dog—listen. I met many © 
creatures in the wood, all sorts of creatures, beasts 
and birds. They were all happy; they didn’t find it 
a bore. They went about their work, and did it, and 
enjoyed it, and yet none of them had the same story 
to tell. Some did one thing, some another; and, 
except the Fox, each had gota sort of notion of doing 
its duty. The Fox was a rogue; he said he was; but 
yet he was not unhappy. His conscience never trou- 
bled him. Your work is standing on your toes, and 
you are happy. I have none, and that is why I am 
unhappy. When I came to think about it, I found 
every creature out in the wood had to get its own 
living. I tried to get mine, but I didn’t like it, be- 
cause I wasn’t used to it; and as for knowing, the 
Fox, who didn’t care to know anything except how to 
cheat greater fools than himself, was the cleverest 
fellow I came across. Oh! the Owl, Dog—you 
should have heard the Owl. But I came to this, that 
it was no use trying to know, and the only way to be 
jolly was to go about one’s own business like a decent 
Cat. Cats’ business seems to be killing rabbits and 
such-like ; and it is not the pleasantest possible; so 
the sooner one is bred to it the better. As for me, 
that have been bred to do nothing, why, as I said be- 
fore, I must try to like that; but I consider myself 
an unfortunate Cat.’ 

“So don’t I consider myself an unfortunate Dog,’ 
said her companion. 

‘Very likely you do not,’ said the Cat. 
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By this time their breakfast was come in. The Cat 
ate hers, the Dog did penance for his; and if one 
might judge by the purring on the hearth-rug, the 
Cat, if not the happiest of the two, at least was not 
exceedingly miserable. 
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FABLES. 


I.—Tue Lions AND THE OXEN. 


ONCE upon a time a number of cattle came out of 
the desert to settle in the broad meadows by a river. 
They were poor and wretched, and they found it a 
pleasant exchange; except for a number of lions, 
who lived in the mountains near, and who claimed a 
right, in consideration of permitting the cattle to 
remain, to eat as many as they wanted among them. 
The cattle submitted, partly because they were too 
weak to help it, partly because the lions said it was 
the will of Jupiter; and the cattle believed them. 
And so they went on for many ages, till at last, from 
better feeding, the cattle grew larger and stronger, 
and multiplied into great numbers; and at the same 
time, from other causes, the lions had much dimi- 
nished: they were fewer, smaller, and meaner-look- 
ing than they had been; and except in their own 
opinion of themselves, and in their appetites, which 
were more enormous than ever, there was nothing of 
the old lion left in them. 

One day a large ox was quietly grazing, when one 
of these lions came up, and desired the ox to lie 
down, for he wanted to eat him. The ox raised his 
head, and gravely protested; the lion growled; the 
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ox was mild, yet firm. The lion insisted upon his 
legal right, and they agreed to refer the matter to 
Minos. 

When they came into court, the lion accused the 
ox of having broken the laws of the beasts. The 
lion was king, and the others were bound to obey. 
Prescriptive usage was clearly on the lion’s side. 
Minos called on the ox for his defence. | 

The Ox said that, without consent of his own being 
asked, he had been born into the meadow. He did 
not consider himself much of a beast, but, such as 
he was, he was very happy, and gave Jupiter thanks. 
Now, if the lion could show that the existence of 
- lions was of more importance than that of oxen in the 
eyes of Jupiter, he had nothing more to say; he was 
ready to sacrifice himself. But this lion had already 
eaten a thousand oxen. Lions’ appetites were so 
insatiable that he was forced to ask whether they 
were really worth what was done for them,—whether 
the life of one lon was so noble that the lives of 
thousands of oxen were not equal to it? He was 
ready to own that lions had always eaten oxen, but 
lions when they first came to the meadow were a 
different sort of creature, and they themselves, too 
(and the ox looked complacently at himself), had 
improved since that time. Judging by appearances, 
though they might be fallacious, he himself was 
quite as good a beast as the lion. If the lions would 
lead lives more noble than oxen could live, once more 
he would not complain. As it was, he submitted 
that the cost was too great. 

Then the Lion put on a grand face and tried to 
roar; but when he opened his mouth he disclosed a 
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jaw so drearily furnished that Minos laughed, and 
told the ox it was his own fault if he let himself be 
eaten by such a beast as that. If he persisted in 
declining, he did not think the lion would force him. 


IIl.—TuHer FARMER AND THE Fox. 


A FARMER, whose poultry-yard had suffered severely 
from the foxes, succeeded at last in catching one in 
a trap. ‘Ah,’ you rascal!’ said he, as he saw him 
struggling, ‘Pl teach you to steal my fat geese !— 
you shall hang on the tree yonder, and your brothers 
shall see what comes of thieving!’ The farmer was 
twisting a halter to do what he threatened, when the 
fox, whose tongue had helped him in hard pinches 
before, thought there could be no harm in trying 
whether it might not do him one more good turn. 

‘You will hang me,’ he said, ‘to frighten my 
brother foxes. On the word of a fox they won’t care 
a rabbit-skin for it; theyll come and look at me; 
but you may dened: upon it, they will dine at your 
expense before they go home again!’ 

‘Then I shall hang you for yourself, as a rogue 
and a rascal,’ said the farmer. 

‘I am only what Nature, or whatever you call the 
thing, chose to make me,’ the Fox answered. <I 
didn’t make myself.’ | 

‘You stole my geese,’ said the man. 

‘Why did Nature make me like geese, then ?’ said 
the Fox. ‘live and let live; give me my share, and 
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I won’t touch yours; but you keep them all to your- 
self.’ 

‘I don’t understand your fine talk,’ answered the 
Farmer ; ‘but I know that you are a thief, and that 
you deserve to be hanged.’ 

His head is too thick to let me catch him go, 
thought the Fox; I wonder if his heart is any softer ! 
‘You are taking away the life of a fellow-creature,’ 
he said; ‘that’s a responsibility—it is a curious thing 
that life, and who knows what comes after it? You 
say [ am a rogue—I say I am not; but at any rate 
I ought not to be hanged—for if I am not,I don’t 
deserve it; and if I am, you should give me time to 
repent!’ I have him now, thought the Fox; let him 
get out if he can. 

‘Why, what would you have me do with you?’ 
said the man. 

‘My notion is that you should let me go, and give 
me a lamb, or goose or two, every month, and then 
I could live without stealing; but perhaps you know 
better than me, and I am a rogue; my education 
may have been neglected; you should shut me up, 
and take care of me, and teach me. Who knows 
but in the end I may turn into a dog?’ 

‘Very pretty,’ said the Farmer; ‘we have dogs 
enough, and more, too, than we can take care of, 
without you. No, no, Master Fox, I have caught 
you, and you shall swing, whatever is the logic of it. 
There will be one rogue less in the world, anyhow.’ 

‘It is mere hate and unchristian vengeance,’ said 
the Fox. 

“No, friend,’ the Farmer answered, ‘I don’t hate 
you, and I don’t want to revenge myself on you; but 
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you and I can’t get on together, and I think I am of 
more importance than you. If nettles and thistles 
grow in my cabbage-garden, I don’t try to persuade 
them to grow into cabbages. I just dig them up. 
I don’t: hate them; but I feel somehow that they 
mustn’t hinder me with my cabbages, and that I 
must put them away; and so, my poor friend, I am 
sorry for you, but I am afraid you must swing.’ 
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PARABLE OF THE BREAD-FRUIT TREE. 


Ir was after one of those heavy convulsions which 
have divided era from era, and left mankind to start 
again from the beginning, that a number of brave 
men gathered together to raise anew from the ground 
a fresh green home for themselves. The rest of the 
surviving race were sheltering themselves amidst the 
old ruins, or in the caves on the mountains, feeding 
on husks and shells; but these men with clear heads 
and brave hearts ploughed and harrowed the earth, 
and planted seeds, and watered them, and watched 
them; and the seeds grew and shot up with the 
spring, but one was larger and fairer than the rest, 
and the other plants seemed to know it, for they 
crawled along till they reached the large one; and 
they gathered round it, and clung to it, and grew 
into it; and soon they became one great stem, with 
branching roots feeding it as from many fountains. 
Then the men got great heart in them when they saw 
that, and they laboured more bravely, digging about 
it in the hot sun, till at last it became great and 
mighty, and its roots went down into the heart of 
the earth, and its branches stretched over all the 
plain. | a 
Then many others of mankind, when they saw the 
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tree was beautiful, came down and gathered under it, 
and those who had raised it received them with open 
arms, and they all sat under its shade together, and 
gathered its fruits, and made their homes there, 
rejoicing in its loveliness. And ages passed away, 
and all that generation passed away, and still the 
tree grew stronger and fairer, and their children’s 
children watched it age after age, as it lived on and 
flowered and seeded. And they said in their hearts, 
the tree is immortal—it will never die. They took 
no care of the seed; the scent of the flowers and the 
taste of the sweet fruit was all they thought of: and 
the winds of heaven, and the wild birds, and the 
beasts of the field caught the stray fruits and seed- 
dust, and bore the seed away, and scattered it in far- 
off souls. 

And by-and-by, at a great great age, the tree at 
last began to cease to grow, and then to faint and 
droop: its leaves were not so thick, its flowers were 
not so fragrant; and from time to time the night 
winds, which before had passed away, and had been 
never heard, came moaning and sighing among the 
branches. And the men for a while doubted and 
denied—they thought it was the accident of the 
seasons ; and then a branch fell, and they said it was 
a storm, and such a storm as came but once in a 
thousand years. At last there could be no doubt 
that the leaves were thin and sere and scanty—that 
the sun shone through them—that the fruit was 
tasteless. But the generation was gone away which 
had known the tree in its beauty, and so men said 
it was always so—its fruits were never better—its 
foliage never was thicker. 


308 Parable of the Bread-Frut Tree. 


So things went on, and from time to time strangers 
would come among them, and would say, Why are you 
sitting here under the old tree? there are young 
trees grown of the seed of this tree, far away, more 
beautiful than it ever was; see, we have brought 
you leaves and flowers to show you. But the men 
would not listen. They were angry, and some they 
drove away, and some they killed, and poured their 
blood round the roots of the tree, saying, They have 
spoken evil of our tree; let them feed it now with 
their blood. At last some of their own wiser ones 
brought out specimens of the old fruits, which had 
been laid up to be preserved, and compared them 
with the present bearing, and they saw that the tree 
was not as it had been; and such of them as were 
good men reproached themselves, and said it was 
their own fault. They had not watered it; they had 
forgotten to manure it. So, like their first fathers, 
they laboured with might and main, and for a while 
it seemed as if they might succeed, and for a few 
years branches, which were almost dead when the 
spring came round, put out some young green shoots 
again. But it was only for a few years; there was 
not enough of living energy in the tree. . Half the 
labour which was wasted on it would have raised 
another nobler one far away. So the men grew soon 
weary, and looked for a shorter way: and some 
gathered up the leaves and shoots which the strangers 
had brought, and grafted them on, if perhaps they 
might grow; but they could not grow on a dying 
stock, and they, too, soon drooped and became as the 
rest. And others said, Come, let us tie the preserved 
fruits on again; perhaps they will join again to the 
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stem, and give it back its life. But there were not 
enough, for only a few had been preserved; so they 
took painted paper and wax and clay, and cut sham 
leaves and fruits of the old pattern, which for a time 
looked bright and gay, and the world, who did not 
know what had been done, said—See, the tree is 
immortal: it is green again.. Then some believed, 
but many saw that it was a sham, and liking better 
to bear the sky and sun, without any shade at all, 
than to live in a hie, and call painted paper leaves and 
flowers, they passed out in search of other homes. 
But the larger number stayed behind; they had lived 
so long in falsehood that they had forgotten there 
was any such thing as truth at all; the tree had done 
very well for them—it would do very well for their 
children. And if their children, as they grew up, 
did now and then happen to open their eyes and see 
how it really was, they learned from their fathers to 
* hold their tongues about it. If the little ones and 
the weak ones believed, it answered all purposes, and 
change was inconvenient. They might smile to 
themselves at the folly which they countenanced, but 
they were discreet, and they would not expose it. ° 
This is the state of the tree, and of the men who are 
under it at this present time:—they say it still 
does very well. Perhaps it does—but, stem and 
boughs and paper leaves, it is dry for the burning, 
and if the lightning touches it, those who sit beneath 
will suffer. 
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COMPENSATION. 


One day an Antelope was lying with her fawn at the 
foot of the flowering Mimosa. The weather was in- 
tensely sultry, and a Dove, who had sought shelter 
from the heat among the leaves, was coomg above 
her head. 

‘Happy bird!’ said the Antelope. ‘Happy bird ! 
to whom the air is given for an inheritance, and 
whose flight is swifter than the wind. At your will 
you alight upon the ground, at your will you sweep 
into the sky, and fly races with the driving clouds ; 
while I, poor I, am bound a prisoner to this miserable ° 
earth, and wear out my pitiable life crawling to and 
fro upon its surface.’ 

Then the Dove answered, ‘ It is sweet to sail along 
- the sky, to fly from land to land, and coo among the 
valleys; but, Antelope, when I have sate above 
amidst the branches and watched your little one close 
its tiny lips upon your breast, and feed its life on 
yours, I have felt that I could strip off my wings, 
lay down my plumage, and remain all my life upon 
the ground only once to know such blessed enjoy- 
ment.’ 

The breeze sighed among the boughs of the 
Mimosa, and a voice came trembling out of the 
rustling leaves: ‘ If the Antelope mourns her destiny, 


Compensation. | 311 


what should the Mimosa do? The Antelope is the 
swiftest among the animals. It rises in the morn- 
jng; the ground flies under its feet—in the evening 
it is a hundred miles away. The Mimosa is feeding 
its old age on the same soil which quickened its seed 
cell into activity. .The seasons roll by me and leave 
me in the old place. The winds sway among my 
branches, as if they longed to bear me away with 
them, but they pass on and leave me behind. The 
wild birds come and go. The flocks move by me in 
the evening on their way to the pleasant waters. I 
can never move. My cradle must be my grave.’ 

Then from below, at the root of the tree, came a 
voice which neither bird, nor Antelope, nor tree had 
ever heard, as a Rock Crystal from its prison in the 
limestone followed on the words of the Mimosa. 

‘Are ye all unhappy?’ it said. ‘If ye are, then 
what am I? Ye all have life. You! O Mimosa, 
you! whose fair flowers year by year come again to 
you, ever young, and fresh, and beautifal—you who 
can drink the rain with your leaves, who can wanton 
with the summer breeze, and open your breast to 
give a home to the wild birds, look at me and be 
ashamed. I only am truly wretched.’ 

‘Alas!’ said the Mimosa, ‘we have life, which you 
have not, it is true. We have also what you have 
not, its shadow—death. My beautiful children, 
which year by year I bring out into being, expand in 
their loveliness only to die. Where they are gone I 
too shall soon follow, while you will flash in the light 
of the last sun which rises upon the earth. 
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both in the original Devanagari and in Roman letters; with References to 
the Best Editions of Sanskrit Authors, and with Etymologies and Compa- 
risous of Cognate Words chiefly in Greek, Latin Gothic, and A’ glo-Saxon. 
Compiled by T. BENFEY, Prof. in the Univ. of Géttingen., 8vo. 52s. 6d. 


A PRACTICAL DICTIONARY of the FRENCH and ENGLISH LAN- 
GUAGES. By L. ContansEav. Eleventh Edition. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 


Contanseau’s Pocket Dictionary, French and English, abridged from 
the above by the Author. New and Cheaper Edition, 18mo. $s. 6d. 


NEW PRACTICAL DICTIONARY of the GERMAN LANGUAGE; 
German-English and English-Gerwan. By the Rev. W. L. BLACKLEY, M.A. 
and Dr. CakL MARTIN FRIEDLANDBR. Post 8vo. 148. 


Miscellaneous Works and Popular Metaphysics. 


RECREATIONS of a COUNTRY PARSON. By A. K.H.B. First 
SERIES, with 41 Woodcut Illustrations from Desigus by R. T. Pritchett. 
Crown 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


Recreations of a Country Parson. Secoxp Series. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
The Common-place Philosopher in Town and Country. By the same 
Author. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


Leisure Hours in Town; Essays Consolatory, Asthetical, Moral, 
Social, and Domestic. By the samme Author. Crown Svo. 8s. 6d. 


The Autumn Holidays of a Country Parson; Essays contributed 
to Fraser's Magazine and to Good Words. By the same. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


The Graver Thoughts of a Country Parson. Srconp Serizs. By 
the same Author. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


Critical Essays of a Country Parson. Selected from Essays con- 
tributed to Fraser’s Magazine. By the same Author. Post 8vo. 9s. 


Sunday Afternoons at the Parish Church of a University City. 
By the same Author. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


A CAMPAIGNER AT HOME. By Snuirzey, Author of ‘ Thalatta’ 
and ‘Nuere Critice.’ Post 8vo. with Vignette. 7s. 4d. 
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STUDIES in PARLIAMENT. A Series of Sketches of Leading Poli- 
ticians. By R. H. Hutron. [Reprinted from the ‘Pall Mall Gazette.’] 
Crown 8vo. 4s. 6d. 


LORD MACAULAY’S MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS. 


LIBRARY EDITION. 2 vols. 8vo. Portrait, 21s. 
PEOPLE’s EDITION. 1 vol. crown 8vo. 48. 6d. 


The REV. SYDNEY SMITH’S MISCELLANEOUS WORKS; includ- 
ing his Contributions to the Edinburgh Review. 2 vols. crown 8vo. 8s. 


Elementary Sketches of Moral Philosophy, delivered at the Royal 
Institution. By the same Author. Fcp. 7s. 


The Wit and Wisdom of the Rev. Sydney Smith: a Selection of 
the most memorable Passages in his Writings and Conversation. 16mo. 5s. 


EPIGRAMS, Ancient and Modern ; Humorous, Witty, Satirical, Moral, 
and Panegyrical. Edited by Rev. Joun Boorn, B.A. Cambridge. Second 
Edition, revised and eularged. Fcp. 7s. 6d. — 


From MATTER to SPIRIT: the Result of Ten Years’ Experience in 
Spirit Manifestations. By SopHra E. DE MorGan. With a PREFACE by 
Professor DE MoRGAN. Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


The ENGLISH and THEIR ORIGIN: a Prologue to authentic English 
History. By LUKE OWEN PIKE, M.A. Barrister-at-Law. 8vo. 9s. 


ESSAYS selected from CONTRIBUTIONS to the Edinburgh Review. 
By Henry RoGers. Second Edition. 3 vols. fep. 21s. 


Reason and Faith, their Claims and Conflicts. By the same Author. 
New Edition, revised and extended, and accompanied by several other 
Essays, en related subjects. Crown 8vo. 6s. 6d. 

The Eclipse of Faith ; or, a Visit to a Religious Sceptic. By the 
same Author. Eleventh Edition. Fep. 5s. 

Defence of the Eclipse of Faith, by its Author; a rejoinder to Dr. 
Newman’s Reply. Third Edition. Fep. 3s. 6d. 

Selections from the Correspondence of R. E. H. Greyson. By the 
same Author. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


Falleriana, or the Wisdom and Wit of THomas FuLuEr, with Essay 
on his Life and Genius. By the same Author. 16mo. 2s. 6d. 


OCCASIONAL ESSAYS. By CHanpos Wren Hosxkyrns, Author of 
‘ Talpa, or the Chronicles of a Clay Farm,’ &c. 16mo. 5s. 6d. 


An ESSAY on HUMAN NATURE; showing the Necessity of a Divine 
Revelation for the Perfect Development of Man’s Capacities. By HENRY 
S. Boase, M.D. F.B.S.andG.S. 8vo. 12s. 


The PHILOSOPHY of NATURE; a Systematic Treatise on the Causes 
and Laws of Natural Phenomena. By the same Author. 8vo. 12s. 


An INTRODUCTION to MENTAL PHILOSOPHY, on the Inductive 
Method. By. J.D. MorELL, M.A. LL.D. 8vo. 12s. 


Elements of Psychology, containing the Analysis of the Intellectual 
Powers. By the same Author. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d, 
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The SECRET ef HEGEL: being the Hegelian System in Origin, 
Principle, Form, and Matter. By Jamrs HuTcHison STIRLING. 2 vols. 
8vu. 288. 


SIGHT and TOUCH: an Attempt to Disprove the Received (or Berke- 
leian) Theory of Vision. By Taomas K. ABpboTtT, M.A. Fellow and Tutor 
of Trin. Coll. Dublin. 8vo. with 21 Woodcuts, 58. 6d. 

The SENSES and the INTELLECT. By Arexanner Bam, M.A. 
Professor of Logic in the University of Aberdeen. Second Edition. Svo. 
price 15s. 

The Emotions and the Will, by the same Author; completing a 
Systematic Exposition of the Human Mind. 8vo. 15¢. 

On the Study of Character, including an Estimate of Phrenology. 
By the same Author. 8vVvo. 98. 

TIME and SPACE: a Metaphysical Essay. By SHapwortsH H. 
HODGSON. 8vo. pp. 588, price 168. 

The WAY to REST: Results from a Life-scarch after Religious Trath. 
By R. VatGHan, D.D. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

HOURS WITH THE MYSTICS: a Contribution to the History of 
Religious Opinion. By RoBERT ALFRED VAUGHAN, B.A. Second Edition. 
2 vols. crown 8vo. 12s. 

The PHILOSOPHY of NECESSITY; or, Natural Law as applicable to 
Mental, Moral, and Social Science. By CHARLES Bray. Second Edition. 
8vo. 9s. 

The Education of the Feelings and Affections. By the same Author. 
Third Edition. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

On Force, its Mental and Moral Correlates. By the same Author. 
8vo. 5s. 

CHRISTIANITY and COMMON SENSE. By Sir Wuir.LovcHsr 
Jowes, Bart. M.A. Trin. Coll. Cantab. 8vo. 6s. 
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Astronomy, Meteorology, Popular Geography, §'c. 


OUTLINES of ASTRONOMY. By Sir J. F. W: Herscnsz, Bart. 
- M.A. Kighth Edition, revised ; with Platesand Woodcuts. 8vo. 18s. 
ARAGO’S POPULAR ASTRONOMY. Translated by Admiral W. H. 
beet ey and R. Grant, M.A. With 2% Plates and 358 Woodcuts. 
vols. 8vo. £3 5s, 


SATURN and its SYSTEM. By Rrowarp A. Procror, B.A. late 
Scholar of St John’s Ooll. Camb. and King’s Coll. London. 8vo. with 
14 Plates, 14s. 

The Handbook of the Stars. By the same Author. 3 Maps. Square 
fep. 5s. 

OBJECTS for COMMON TELESCOPES. By the Rev. 

T. W. Wasp, M.A. F.R.AS8. With Map of the Moon, and Woodcuts. 16mo. 7s. 

PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY for SCHOOLS and GENERAL READERS. 
By M. F. Maury, LL.D. Fop. with 3 Charts, 2s, 6d, 
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MCULLOCH’S DICTIONARY, Geographical, Statistical, and Historical, 
ef the various Countrics, Places, and Principal Natural Objects in the World. 
New Edition, carefully revised, with the Statistical Information brought 
up to the latest returns by F. MaRgTInN. 4 vols. medium 8vo. with numerous 
coloured Maps, £4 4s, 

A GENERAL DICTIONARY of GEOGRAPHY, Descriptive, Physical, 
Statistical, and Historical: forming a complete Gazetteer of the World. By 
A. KuitH JOHNSTON, F.R.S.E. 8vo. 318. 6d. 

A MANUAL of GEOGRAPHY, Physical, Industrial, and Political 
By W. Hueuss, F.R.G.S. Professor of aphy in King’s College, and in 
Queen’s College, London. With6 Maps. Fcp. 7s. 6d. 

HAWAII; the Past, Present, and Future of its Island-Kingdom: an 
Historical Account of the Sandwich Islands. By Manuyy Hopxrys, 
Hawaiian Consul-General, &c. Second Edition, revised and continued; 
with Portrait, Map, and 8 other Illustrations. Post 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

MAUNDER’S TREASURY of GEOGRAPHY, Physical, Historical, 
Descriptive, and Political. Edited by W. Huases, F.R.G.S. With 7 Maps 
and 16 Plates. Fcp. 10s. 6d. 


Natural History and Popular Science. 


The ELEMENTS of PHYSICS or NATURAL PHILOSOPHY. By 
Nein Arnott, M.D. F.R.S. Physician Extraordinary to the Queen. Sixth 
Kdition, rewritten and completed. 2 Parts, Svo. 21s. 

HEAT CONSIDERED as a MODE of MOTION. By Professor JOHX 
TYNDALL, LL.D. F.B.S. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. with Woodcuts, 12s. 6a. 


VOLCANOS, the Character of their Phenomena, their Share in the 
Structure and Composition of the Surface of the Globe, &c. By G. POULRT® 
Scropz, M.P. PRS Second Edition. 8vo. with Illustrations, 15s. 

ROCKS CLASSIFIED and DESCRIBED. By Bernuarp Von Corta. 


An English Edition, by P. H. LawgEnceE (with Hnglish, German, and 
French Synonymes), revised by the Author. Post 8vo. 14s. 


*,* Lithology, or a Classified Synopsis of the Names of Rocks and Minerals, 
also by Mr. LAWRENCE, adapted to the above work, may be had, price 5s. or 
printed on one side only (interpaged blank) for use in Cabinets, price 7s. 

A TREATISE on ELECTRICITY, in Theory and Practice. By A. 
Dr wa RvB, Prof. in the Academy of Geneva. Translated by O. V. WALKER, 
F.R.S. 8 vols. 8vo. with Woodcuts, £3 13s. 

The CORRELATION of PHYSICAL FORCES. By W. R. Grover, 
Q.C. V.P.B.8. Fourth Edition. 8vo. 7s. 6d, 

MANUAL of GEOLOGY. By S. Haveuron, M.D. F.R.S. Fellow of 


Trin. Coll. and Prof. of Geol. in the Univ. of Dublin. Revised Edition, with 
66 Woodcuts. -: Fep. 6s. 


A GUIDE to GEOLOGY. By J. Pamtips, M.A. Professor of Geology 
in the University of Oxford. Fifth Bdition, with Plates. Fcp. 4s. 


A GLOSSARY of MINERALOGY. By H. W. Bristow, F.G:S. of 
the Geological Survey of Great Britain. With 486 Figures. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
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PHILLIPS’S ELEMENTARY INTRODUCTION to MINERALOGY, 
with extensive Alterations and Additions, by H. J. BRooxE, F.R.S. and 
W.H. MILLER, F.G.8. Post 8vo. with Woodcuts, 18s. 

VAN DER HOEVEN’S HANDBOOK of ZOOLOGY. Translated from 
the Second Dutch Edition by the Rev. W. Clark, M.D. F.B.S. 2 vols. 8vo. 
with 24 Plates of Figures, 60s. 

The COMPARATIVE ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of the VERTE- 


brate Animals. By RicHarp Owen, F.B.S. D.C.L. 3 vols. 8vo. with 
upwards of 1,200 Woodcuts. Vo13s. 1. and II. price 21s. each, now ready. 


The FIRST MAN and HIS PLACE in CREATION, considered on 
the Principles of Common Sense from a Christian Point of View; with an 
anbend on the Negro. By GEoRGE MoorE, M.D. M.B.C.P.L. &c. Post 

vO. 8s. 6d. 

The LAKE DWELLINGS of SWITZERLAND and other parts of 
Europe. By Dr. F. KELLER, President of the Antiquarian Association of 
Zurich. Translated and arranged by J. E. LEE, F.S.A. F.G.8. Author of 
‘Isca Silurum.’ With several Woodcuts and nearly 100 Plates of Figures. 
Royal 8vo. 31s. 6d. 


HOMES WITHOUT HANDS: a Description of the Habitations of 
Animals, classed according to their Principle of Construction. ee J. 
G. Woop, M.A. F.L.8. With about 140 Vignettes on Wood (20 size of 
page). Second Edition. 8vo. 21s. 

MANUAL of CORALS and SEA JELLIES. By J. R. Greens, B.A. 
Edited hy the Rev. J. A. GALBRAITH, M.A. and the Rev. 8. HauGHTon, 
M.D. Fep. with 39 Woodcuts, 5s. 

Manual of Sponges and Animalcule; with a General Introdaction 
on the Principles of Zoology. By the same Author and Editors. Fcp. with 
16 Woodcuts, 2s. ; 

Manual of the Metalloids. By J. Apsonx, M.D. F.R.S. and the 
same Editors. Revised Edition. Fep. with 88 Woodcuts, 7s. 6d. 

The HARMONIES of NATURE and UNITY of CREATION. By Dr. 
GEORGE HaRTWIG. 8vo. with numerous Illustrations, 18s. 

The Sea and its Living Wonders. By the same Author. Third 
(English) Edition. 8vo. with many Dllustrations. 18s. 

The Tropical World. By the same Author. With 8 Chromoxylo- 
graphs and 172 Woodcuts, 8vo. 21s. 


A HUNTER’S EXPERIENCES in the SOUTHERN STATES of 


AMERICA; being an Account of the Natural History of the various Quad- 
rupeds and Birds which are the objects of Chase in those Countries. By 
Captain PLack (The Ranger). Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

SKETCHES of the NATURAL HISTORY of CEYLON. By Sir J. 
EMERSON TENNENT, K.C.S. LL.D. With 82 Wood Engravings. Post 8vo. 
price 12s. 6d. 

Ceylon. By the same Author. Fifth Edition ; with Maps, &c. and 90 
Wood Engravings. 2 vols. 8vo. £22 10s. 

The Wild Elephant, its Structure and Habits, with the Method of 
Taking and Training itin Ceylon. By the same Author. With Illustrations. 
In 1 vol. [Nearly ready. 

A FAMILIAR HISTORY of BIRDS By E. Sranzrey, D.D. F. R.S. 
late Lord Bishop of Norwich. Seventh Edition, with Woodcuts. Fop. 3s. 6d. 
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KIRBY and SPENCE’S INTRODUCTION to ENTOMOLOGY, or 
Elements of the Natural History of Insects. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo. 
price 5s. 

MAUNDER’S TREASURY of NATURAL HISTORY, or Popular 
Dictionary of Zoology. Revised and corrected by T.8. CopBoLtp, M.D. 
Fep. with 900 Woodcuts, 10s. 

The TREASURY of BOTANY, or Popular Dictionary of the Vegetable 
Kingdom; with which is incorporated a Glossary of Botanical Terms. 
Edited by J. LINDLEY, F.R.S. and T. Moor, F.L.S. assisted by eminent 
Contributor: Pp. 1,274, with 274 Woodcuts and 20 Steel Plates. 2 Parts, 

cp. 208. 

The ELEMENTS of BOTANY for FAMILIES and SCHOOLS. 
Tenth Edition, revised by THomas Moorg, F.L.S. Fecp. with 154 Wood- 
cuts, 28. 6d. 

The ROSE AMATEUR’S GUIDE. By Tuomas Rivers. New Edition. 
Fep. 48. 

The BRITISH FLORA; comprising the Phenogamous or Flowering 
Plants and the Ferns. By Sir W. J. Hooxer, K.H. and G. A. WALKER- 
ARNnoTT, LL.D. 12mo. with 12 Plates, 14s. or coloured, 21s. 

BRYOLOGIA BRITANNICA; containing the Mosses of Great Britain 
and Ireland, arranged and described. By W. WILson. 8vo. with 61 Plates 
42s. or coloured, £4 48. 

The INDOOR GARDENER. By Miss Marine. Fep. with Frontis- 
piece, printed in Colours, 5s. 

LOUDON’S ENCYCLOPEDIA of PLANTS; comprising the Specific 
Character, Description, Culture, History, &c. of all the Plants found in 
Great Britain. ith upwards of 12,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 42s. 


Loudon’s Encyclopedia of Trees and Shrubs; containing the Hard 
Trees and Shrubs of Great Britain scientifically and popularly described. 
With 2,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 50s. 

MAUNDER’S SCIENTIFIC and LITERARY TREASURY ; a Popular 
Encyclopedia of Science, Literature, and Art. New Edition, thoroughly 
revised and in hay art re-written, with above 1,000 new Articles, by 
J. Y. JOHNSON, Corr. M.Z.S. Fcp. 10s. 6d. 

A DICTIONARY of SCIENCE, LITERATURE, and ART. Fourth 
Edition, re-edited by W. T. BRANDE (the Author), and GEORGE W. Cox, M.A. 
assisted by contributors of eminent Scientific and Literary Acquirements. 
3 vols. medium 8vo. price 63s. cloth. 

ESSAYS on SCIENTIFIC and other SUBJECTS, contributed to 
Reviews. By Sir H. HOLLAND, Bart. M.D. Second Edition. 8vo.14s. 

ESSAYS from the EDINBURGH and QUARTERLY REVIEWS; 


with Adee and other Pieces. By Sir J. F. W. HERSCHEL, Bart. M.A. 
8vo. 18s. 


Chemistry, Medicine, Surgery, and the 
Allied Sciences. 


A DICTIONARY of CHEMISTRY and the Allied Branches of other 
Sciences; founded on that of the late Dr. Ure. By HENRY Watts, F.C.8. 
assisted by eminent Contributors. 5 vols. medium 8vo.in course of publica- 
tion ree Vot. I. 31s. 6d. VoL. IT. 26s. Vox. III. 81s. 6d. Vou. LV. 24s. are 
now ready. 
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A HANDBOOK of VOLUMETRICAL ANALYSIS. By Rozezr H. 
Scorr, M.A. T.C.D. Post 8vo. 4s. 6d. 
ser of CHEMISTRY, Theoretical and Practical. By Wirriram 
A. Mruuer, M.D. LL.D. ERS. F.G.S. Profeesor of Chemi King’s 
College London. 8 vols. 8vo. £2 18s. Part I. CHEMICAL SICS. 
Edition, 12s. Part Il. INoRGANIO CHEMISTRY, 218. Part III. 
ORGANIC CHEMISTRY, Second Edition, 206. 
A MANUAL of CHEMISTRY, Descriptive and Theoretical. By 
Wintiam OpDLING, MB. F.B.8. Parr I. 8vo. 9s. 


A Course of Practical Chemistry, for the use of Medical Students. 
By be same Author. Second Edition, with 70 new Woodcuts, Crown Svo. 
price 7s. 

Lectures on Animal Chemistry, delivered at the Royal College of Phy- 
sicians in 1865. By the same Author. Crown 8vo. 4s. éd. 


The DIAGNOSIS and TREATMENT of the DISEASES of WOMEN; 


including the Diagnosis of Pregnancy. By Grainy Hewitt, M.D. New 
Roabion, thoroughly revised; with numerous Woodcut IJlustrations. 
[Nearly ready. 


LECTURES on the DISEASES of INFANCY and CHILDHOOD. By 
CHARLES WEsT, M.D. &c. Fifth Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo. 16s. 


EXPOSITION of the SIGNS and SYMPTOMS of PREGNANCY: 
with other Papers on au Dicer: connected with Midwifery. By W. F. 
MonTGoMERY, M.A. M.D. M.R.I.A. 8vo. with Mlustrations, 258. 

A SYSTEM of SURGERY, Theoretical and Practical. In Treatises 
by Various Authors. Edited by T. HoLMEs, M.A. Cantab. Assistant-Surgeon 
to St. George’s Hospital. 4 vols. 8vo. £4139. 

Vol. I. General Pathology. 21s. 


Vol. II. Local Injuries: Gunshot Wounds, Injuries of the Head, 
Back, Face, Neck, Chest, Abdomen, Pelvis, of the Upper and Lower Ex- 
tremities, and Diseases of the Eye. 21s. 


Vol. III. Operative Surgery. Diseases of the Organs of Circula- 
tion, Locomotion, &c. 21s. 

Vol. IV. Diseases of the Organs of Digestion, of the Genito- 
Urinary System, and of the Breast, Thyroid Gland, and Skin; with 
APPENDIX and GENERAL INDEX. 308. 

LECTURES on the PRINCIPLES and PRACTICE of PHYSIC. By 
THOMAS WATSON, M.D. Physician-Extraordinary to the Queen. Fourth 
Edition. 2% vols. Svo. 34s. 

LECTURES on SURGICAL PATHOLOGY. By J. Pacer, F.RS. Sur- 
geon-Extraordinary to the Queen. Edited by W. TURNER, M.B. 8vo. with 
117 Woodcuts, 21s. 

A TREATISE on the CONTINUED FEVERS of GREAT BRITAIN. 
By C. Mugcuison, M.D. Senior Physician to the London Fever Hospital. 
8vo. with coloured Plates, 18s. 

ANATOMY, DESCRIPTIVE and SURGICAL. By Hewry Gray, 
F.R.S. With 410 Wood Engravings from Dissections. Fourth Edition, by 
T. HoLmgs, M.A. Cantab. Royal 8vo. 28s. 

The CYCLOPZDIA of ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY. Edited by 
the late BR. B. Topp, M.D. F.R.S. Assisted by nearly all the most eminent 


eultivators of Physiological Science of the present age. 5 vols. 8vo. with 
2,858 Woodcuts, £6 6s. 
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PHYSIOLOGICAL ANATOMY and PHYSIOLOGY of MAN. By the 
late R. B. Topp, M.D. F.B.8. and W. BowMAN, F.R.S. of King’s College. 
With numerous Iliustrations. VoL. If. 8vo. 25s. 

Vou. I. New Edition by Dr. Lionet S. BEALE, F.R.S. in course of publi- 
- cation; Part I. with 8 Plates, 7s. 6d. 

HISTOLOGICAL DEMONSTRATIONS; a Guide to the Microscopical 
Examination of the Animal Tissues in Health and Disease, for the use of 
the Medical and Veterinary Professions. By G. HaRkLEY, M.D. and G. T. 
Brown, M.R.C.V.S. Post 8vo. with 223 Woodcuts. 

A DICTIONARY of PRACTICAL MEDICINE. By J. Corianp, M.D. 
F.R.S. Abridged from the larger work by the Author, assisted by J. C. 
CopLAaND, M.R.C.S. and througbout brought down to the present State of 
Medical Science. Pp. 1,560 in Svo. price 36s. 

Dr. Copland’s Dictionary of Practical Medicine (the larger work), 
3 vols. 8vo. £5 11. 

The WORKS of 8IR B. C. BRODIE, Bart. collected and arranged 
by CHARLES Hawkins, F.R.C.S.E. 8 vols. 8vo. with Medallion and Fac- 
simile, 48s. 

Autobiography of Sir B.C. Brodie, Bart. Printed from the Author’s 
materials left in MS. Second Edition, Fep. 4s. éd. 

The TOXICOLOGIST’S GUIDE: a New Manual on Poisons, giving the 
Best Methods to be pursued for the Detection of Poisons (post-mortem or 
otherwise). By Joun HORSLEY, F.C.S, Analytical Chemist. Post 8vo. 3s. 6d, 

A MANUAL of MATERIA MEDICA and THERAPEUTICS, abridged 
from Dr. PEREIRA’S Elements by F.J. FARRE, M.D. assisted by R. BENTLEY, 
M.R.C.S. and by R. WARINGION, F.R.S. 8vo. with 90 Woodcuts, 21s, 

Dr. Pereira’s Elements of Materia Medica and Therapeutics. Third 
Edition. By A. S. Taytor, M.D, and G.O. RExEs, M.D, 3 vols. 8vo. with 
Woodcuts, £3 158. 

THOMSON’S CONSPECTUS of the BRITISH PHARMACOPEIA. 
Twenty-fourth Edition, corrected and made conformable throughout to the 
New Pharmacopoeia of the General Council of Medical Education. By E. 
LLoYD BIRKETT, M.D. 18mo. 5s. 6d. 

MANUAL of the DOMESTIC PRACTICE of MEDICINE. By W.B. 
KESTEVEN, F.R.C.8.E. Second Edition, revised, with Additions. Fcp. 5s. 

Tue RESTORATION of HEALTH; or, the Application of the Laws of 
Hyzicne to the Recovery of Health: a Manual for the Invalid, and a Guide 
in the Sick Room. By W.Strranae, M.D. Fcp. 6s. 

SZA-AIR and SEA-BATHING for CHILDREN and INVALIDS. 
By the same Author. Fep. boards, 8s. 

MANUAL for the CLASSIFICATION, TRAINING, and EDUCATION 


of the Feeble-Minded, Imbecile, and Idiotic. By P. Martin Duncan, M.B. 
and WILLIAM MILLARD. Crown 8vo, 58. 


The Fine Arts, and Illustrated Editions. 


The NEW TESTAMENT, illustrated with Wood Engravings after the 


arly Masters, chiefly of the Italian School. Crown 4to. 68s. cloth, gilt top ; 
or £5 6s. elegantly bound in moroeco, 
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LYRA GERMANICA; Hymns for the Sundays and Chief Festivais of 
the Christian Year. Translated by CATHERINE WINKWoRTH; 145 Illus- 
trations on Wood drawn by J. LEIGHTON, F.S.A. Fep. 4to. 218. 


The LIFE of MAN SYMBOLISED by the MONTHS of the YEAR in 
their Seasons and Phases; with Passages selected from Ancient and Modern 
Authors. By Richakp PIGoT. Accompanied by a Series of 25 full-page 
Illustrations and numerous Marginal Devices, Decorative Initial Letters, 
and Tailpieces, engraved 0. Wood from Original Designs by Joon LEIGHTON, 
F.S.A. 4t0. 42s. 

CATS’ and FARLIE’S MORAL EMBLEMS; with Aphorisms, Adages, 
and Proverbs of all Nations: comprising 121 Illustrations on Wood by J. 
soa F.S.A, with av appropriate Text by R. Praor. Imperial 8vo. 
dla. e 

SHAKSPEARE’S SENTIMENTS and SIMILES, printed in Black and 
Gold, and Dluminated in the Missal Style by HENRY Nori, HumMPHREyYs. 
In massive covers, containing the Medallion and Cypher of Shakspeare. 
Square post 8vo. 21s. 

The HISTORY of OUR LORD, as exemplified in Works of Art. 
Being the fourth and concluding series of ‘ Sacred and Legendary Art.’ By 


Mrs. JAMESON and Lady Eastiakse. Second Edition, with 13 Etchings 
and 281 Woodcuts. 2 vols. square crown 8vo. 42s. 


In the same Series, by Mrs. JAMESON. 


Legends of the Saints and Martyrs. Fourth Edition, with 19 
Etchings and 187 Woodcuts, 2 vols. 31s. 6d. 


Legends of the Monastic Orders. Third Edition, with 11 Etchings 
and 88 Woodcuts. 1 vol. 21s. 


Legends of the Madonna. Third Edition, with 27 Etchings and 165 
Woodcuts. 1 vol. 21s. 


Aris, Manufactures, &c. 


DRAWING from NATURE; a Series of Progressive Instructions in 
Sketching. from Elementary Studies to Finished Views, with Examples 
from Switzerland and the Pyrenees. By GEORGE BARNARD, Professor of 
Drawing at Rugby School. With 18 Lithographic Plates, and 108 Wood 
Engravings. Imp. 8vo. 25s. 


GWILT’S ENCYCLOPEDIA of ARCHITECTURE. New Edition, 
revised, with Alterations and considerable Additions, by Wyatt ParpworTH. 


With above 350 New Engravings and Diagrams on Wood by O. Jewitt, and 
upwards of 100 other Woodcuts, 8vo. In December. 


TUSCAN SCULPTORS, their Lives, Works, and Times. With 45 
Etchings and 28 Woodcuts from Original Drawings and Photographs. By 
CHARLES C. PERKINS. 2 vols. imperial 8vo. 63s. 

The GRAMMAR of HERALDRY: containing a Description of all the 
Principal C used in Armory, the Signification of Heraldic Terms, and 
the Rules to observed in B ene and Marshalling. By Joman E. 
Cussans. Fcp. with 196 Woodcuts, 4s. 6d. 

The ENGINEER’S HANDBOOK; explaining the Principles which 


should guide the young Engineer in the Construction of Machinery. 
C.S. LOWNDES. Post 8vo. 5s. seany 
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The ELEMENTS of MECHANISM. By T. M. Goopeve, M.A. 
Professor of Mechanics at the R. M. Acad. Woolwich. Second Edition, 
with 217 Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 6s. 6d. 


URE’S DICTIONARY of ARTS, MANUFACTURES, and MINES. 


Re-written and enlarged by RopErtT Hunt, F.R.S. assisted by numerous 
Contributors eminent in Science and the Arts. With 2,000 Woodcuts. $8 vols. 
8vo. [In December. 


ENCYCLOPEDIA of CIVIL ENGINEERING, Historical, Theoretical, 
and Practical. By E. CREsy, C.E. With above 3,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 42s. 


TREATISE on MILLS and MILLWORK. By W. Farrzatry, C.E. 
Second Edition, with 18 Plates and 322 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 8vo. 83s. 


Useful Information for Engineers. By the same Author. First 
and Nee SERIES, with many Plates and Woodcuts. 2 vols. crown 8vo. 
108. 6a. each. 


The Application of Cast and Wrought Iron to Building Purposes. 
By the same Author. Third Edition, with 6 | latesand 118 Woodcuts. 8vo. 168. 


IRON SHIP BUILDING, its History and Progress, as comprised in a 
Series of Experimental Researches on the Laws of Strain; the Strengths, 
Forms, and other conditions of the Material ; and an Inquiry into the Present 
and Prospective State of the Navy, including the Experimental Results on 
the Resisting Powers of Armour Plates and Shot at High Velocities. By the 
same Author. With 4 Plates and 130 Woodcuts., svo. 18s. 


The PRACTICAL MECHANIC’S JOURNAL: an [lInstrated Record 


of Mechanical and Engineering Science, and Epitome of Patent Inventions. 
4to. price 1s. monthly. 


The PRACTICAL DRAUGHTSMAN’S BOOK of INDUSTRIAL DE- 
ee BY W. JOHNSON, Assoc. Inst.C.E. With many hundred Illustrations. 
4to. 288. 6d. 


The PATENTEE’S MANUAL: a Treatise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent for the use of Patentees and Inventors. By J.and J. H. 
JOUNSON. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 


The ARTISAN CLUB’S TREATISE on the STEAM ENGINE, in its 
Various Appucedons to Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Railways and Agri- 
cuiture. By J. BowRNE, C.E. Seventh Edition; with 37 Plates and 646. 
Woodcuts, 4to. 42s. 


Catechism of the Steam Engine, in its various Applications to 
Mines, Mills, Steam Naviration, Railways, and Agriculture. By the same 
Author. With 199 Woodcuts. Fcp. $s. The INTRoptucTION of ‘ Recent 
Improvements’ may be had separately, with 110 Woodcuts, price 3s. 6d, 


Handbook of the Steam Engine. By the same Author, forming a 
KEy tothe Catechism of the Steam Engine, with 67 Woodcuts. Fcp. 9s. 


A TREATISE on the SCREW PROPELLER, SCREW VESSELS, and 


Screw Engines, as adapted for purposes of Peace and War; illustrated by 
many Plates and Woodcuts. By tke same Author. New and enlarged 
Edition, in course of publication in 24 Parts. Royal 4to. 2s. 6d. each. 


The THEORY of WAR Illustrated by numerous Examples from 
History. By Lieut.-Col. P. L. MacDotGaLL. Third Edition, with 10 Plans. 
Post 8vo. 16s. 6d. 

Cc 
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The ART of PERFUMERY ; the History and Theory of Odours, and 
the Methods of Extracting the Aromas of Plants. By Dr. Press, F.C.S. 
Third Edition, with 53 Wocdcuts. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Chemical, Natural, and Physical Magic, for Juveniles during the 
a By the same Author. ‘Third Edition, enlarged, with 88 Woodcuts. 

cp. 66. 

TALPA; or the Chronicles of a Clay Farm. By C. W. Hosxyns, 

Esq. Sixth Edition, with 24 Woodcuts by G. CRUIKSHANK. 16mo. 5s. 6d. 


LOUDON’S ENCYCLOPEDIA of AGRICULTURE: comprising the 
Laying-out, Improvement, and Management of Landed Property, and the 
Cultivation and Economy of the Productions of Agriculture, With 1,100 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

Loudon’s Encylopedia of Gardening: comprising the Theory and 
Practice of Horticulture, Floriculture, Arboriculture, and tandmepe Gar- 
dening. With 1,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 31s. 6d. 

Loudon’s Encyclopedia of Cottage, Farm, and Villa aschiteviace 
and Furaiture. With more than 2,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 42s. 

GARDEN ARCHITECTURE and LANDSCAPE GARDENING: illus- 
trating the Architectural Embellishment of Gardens, with Remarks on 
Landscape Gardening in its relation to Architecture, By JoHN ARTHUR 
HouGHEs. 8vo. with 194 Woodcuts, l4s. 

HISTORY of WINDSOR GREAT PARK and WINDSOR FOREST. 
By WiLLt1aM MENzIES, Resident Deputy-Surveyor. With 2 Maps and 20 
Photographs. Imp. folio, £8 8s. 

BAYLDON’S ART of VALUING RENTS and TILLAGES, and Claims 


of Tenants upon Quitting Farms, both at Michaelmas and Lady-Day. 
Eighth Edition, revised by J.C. MoRTON. 8vo. 108. 6d. a 


Religious and Moral Works. 


An EXPOSITION of the 39 ARTICLES, Historical and Doctrinal. 
By H. Haroip Browne, D.D. Lord Bishop of Ely. Seventh Edit. 8vo. 16s. 


The Pentateuch and the Elohistic Psalms, in Reply to Bishop Colenso. 
By the same. Second Edition. 8vo. 2s. 


Examination Questions on Bishop Browne’s Exposition of the 
Articles. Bythe Rev.J. GORLE, M.A. Fecp. 8s. 6d. 


The ACTS of the APOSTLES; with a Commentary, and Practical and 
Devotional Suggestions for Readers and Students of the English Bible. By 
the Rev. F. C. Cook, M.A. Canon of Exeter, &c. New Edition. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


The LIFE and EPISTLES of 8ST. PAUL. By W. J. ConyrsEareE, 
M.A. late heise of Trin. Coll.Cantab. and J. 8. Howson, D.D. late Principal 
of Liverpool Oollege. 

LrBraky Epitr0g, with all the Original Illustrations, Maps, Landacapes 
on Stcel, Woodcuts, &c. 2 vols. 4to. 48s. 

INTERMEDIATE EDITION, with a Selection of Maps, Plates, and Woodcuts. 
& vols. square crown 8yo. 31s. 6d. 


Prop ie’s Epitios, revised and condensed, with 46 [ilustratiens and 
Maps. 2 vols. crown 8vo, 128, 
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The VOYAGE and SHIPWRECK of ST. PAUL; with Dissertations 
on the Life and Writings of St. Luke and the Ships and Navigation of the 
Ancients. By JAMES Smitu, of Jordanhill, F.R.S. Third Edition, with 
Frontispiece, 4 Charts, and 11 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 10s. 6d. ; 

FASTI SACRI, or a Key to the Chronology of the New Testament ; 
comprising an Historical Harmony of the Four Gospels, and Chronologica! 
Tables generally from B.c. 70 to A.D. 70: with a Preliminary Dissertation on 


the Chronology of the New Testament, and other Aids to the elucidation of 
the subject. By THomas LEWIN, M.A. F.S.A. Imperial 8vo. 42s. 


A CRITICAL and GRAMMATICAL COMMENTARY on 8T. PAUL’S 
Epistles. By C.J. Exxicorr, D.D. Lord Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol. 8vo 


Galatians, Third Edition, 8s. 6d. 

Ephesians, Third Edition, 8s. 6d. 

Pastoral Epistles, Third Edition, 10s. 6d. 

Philippians, Colossians, and Philemon, Third Edition, 10s. 6d. 
Thessalonians, Second Edition, 7s. 6d. 


Historical Lectures on the Life of our Lord Jesus Christ: being the 
Hulsean Lectures for 1859. By the same Author. Fourth Bdition. 8vo. 
price 10s. 6d. 

The Destiny of the Creature; and other Sermons preached before 
the University of Cambridge. By the same. Fourth Edition. Post 8vo. 5s. 


The Broad and the Narrow Way; Two Sermons preached before 
tho University of Cambridge. By thesame. Crown 8vo. 2s. 


Rev. T. H. HORNE’S INTRODUCTION to the CRITICAL STUDY 
and Knowledge of the Holy Scriptures. Eleventh Edition, corrected and 
extended under careful Editorial revision. With 4 Maps and 22 Woodcuts 
and Facsimiles. 4 vols. $vo. £3 13s. 6d. 

Rev. T. H. Horne’s Compendious Introduction to the Study of the 
Bible, being an Analysis of the larger work by the same Author. Re-edited 
by the Rev. Jonnw AYRE, M.A. With Maps. &. Post 8vo. 9a. 

The TREASURY of BIBLE KNOWLEDGE; being a Dictionary of the 
Books, Persons, Places, Events, and other matters of which mention is made 
in Holy Scripture: intended to establish its Authority and illustrate its 
Contents. By Rev. J. AYRE, M.A. With Maps, 16 Plates, and numerous 
Woodcuts. Fep. 10s. 6d. 

The GREEK TESTAMENT; with Notes, Grammatical and Exegetical. 
By the Rev. W. WEBSTER, M.A. and the Rev. W. F. WiLxInson, M.A, 2 
vols. Svo. £2 48. 

Vot. I. the Gospels and Acts, 20s. 
Vout. Il. the Epistles and Apocalypse, 248. 


EVERY-DAY SCRIPTURE DIFFICULTIES explained and illustrated. 
By J. E. Prescott, M.A. VoL. Maltiew and Mark; Vou. Il. Luke and 
John. 2 vois. 8v0. 9s. each. 

The PENTATEUCH and BOOK of JOSHUA CRITICALLY EXAMINED. 
By the Right Rev. J. W. Corznso, D.D. Lord Bishop of Natal. People’s 
Edition, in 1 vol. crown 8vo. 6s. or in 5 Parts, 1s. each. 

The PENTATEUCH and BOOK of JOSHUA CRITICALLY EXAMINED. 


By Prof. A. KUENEN, of Leyden. Translated from the Dutch, and cdited 
with Notes, by J. W. CoLENsO, D.D. Bishop of Natal. vo. 8#. 6d. 
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The CHURCH and the WORLD: Essays on Questions of the Day. 
By Various Writers. Edited by the Rev. ORBY SHIPLEY, M.A. Second 
Edition, tnoroughly revised, 8vo, 15s. 

The FORMATION of CHRISTENDOM. Parrl. By T. W. Atuizs, 
8vo. 12s. 

CrHRISTENDOM’S DIVISIONS: a Philosophical Sketch of the Divi- 
sions of the Christian Familyin East and West. By EpMUND S. FFOULKEs, 
formerly Fellow and Tutor of Jesus Coll. Oxford. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Christendom’s Divisions, Part II. Greeks and Latins, being a His- 
tory of their Dissensions and Overtures for Peace down to the, Reformation. 
By the same Author. [Neurly ready. 

The LIFE of CHRIST: an Eclectic Gospel, from the Old and New 
Testaments, arranged on a New Principle, with Analytical Tables, &c. By 
CHARLES DE LA PkYME, M.A. Trin. Coll. Camb. Revised Edition, 8vo. 5s. 

The HIDDEN WISDOM of CHRIST and the KEY of KNOWLEDGE ; 
or, History of the Apocrypha. By ERNEST DE BUNSEN. 2 vols. 8vo, 28s. 


ESSAYS on RELIGION and LITERATURE. Edited by the Most 
Rev. Archbishop MANNING. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 


The TEMPORAL MISSION of the HOLY GHOST; or, Reason and 


Revelation. By the Most Rev. Archbishop Mannina. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo. 8s. Gd. 


ESSAYS and REVIEWS. By the Rev. W. Tempre, D.D. the Rev. 
R. WILLIAMS, B.D. the Rev. B. POWELL, M.A. the Rev. H. B. Wrisox, 
B.D. C. W. Goopowin, M.A. the Rev. M. Patrison, B.D. and the Rev. B. 
JOWETT, M.A. Twelfth Edition. Fep. 8vo. 5s. 

MOSHEIM’S ECCLESIASTICAL HISTORY. Murvock and SoameEs’s 
er and Notes, re-edited by the Rev. W. Stcusss, M.A. 8 vols. 

vo. 453. 

BISHOP JEREMY TAYLOR’S ENTIRE WORKS: With Life by 
pisnor HEBER. Revised and corrected by the Rev. C. P. EDEN, 10 vals. 
price £5 5s. 


PASSING THOUGHTS on RELIGION. By the Author of ‘Amy 
Herbert.’ New Edition. Fep. 8vo. 5s. 


Thoughts for the Holy Week, for Young Persons. By the same 
Author. Third Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 


Self-Examination before Confirmation. By the same Author. 32mo. 
price ls. 6d. 


Readings for a Month Preparatory to Confirmation, from Writers 
of the Early and English Church. By the same. Fecp. 4s. 


Readings for Every Day in Lent, compiled from the Writings of 
Bishop JEREMY TaYLok. By thesame. Fcp. 5s. 


Preparation for the Holy Communion; the Devotions chiefly from 
the works of JEREMY TayLork. By the same. 32mo. 3s. 


PRINCIPLES of EDUCATION Drawn from Nature and Revelation, 


and applied to Female Education in the Upper Classes. By the same. 
2 vols, fep, 12s. 6d. 
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The WIFE’S MANUAL; or, Prayers, Thoughts, and Songs on Several 
Cosine Hf a Matron’s Life. By the Rev. W. CaLVERT, M.A. Crown 8vo. 
price 10s. 6d. 


SPIRITUAL SONGS for the SUNDAYS and HOLIDAYS through- 
ok the a By J.S.B. MonsEuL, LL.D. Vicar of Egham. Fourth Edition. 
cp. 48. 6d. 


The Beatitudes: Abasement before God ; Sorrow for Sin ; Meekness 


of Spirit; Desire for Holiness; Gentleness; Purity of Heart; the Peace- 
makers; Sufferings for Christ. By the same. Third Edition. Fep. 3s. 6d. 


LYRA DOMESTICA; Christian Songs for Domestic Edification. 
Translated from the Pealtery and Harp of C. J. P. SprTta, and from other 
sources, by RICHARD MASSIE. F1RST and SECOND SERIES, fcp. 4s. 6d. each. 


LYRA SACRA; Hymns, Ancient and Modern, Odes and Fragments 
of Sacred Poetry. Edited by the Rev. B. W. Sav1LE, M.A. Third Edition, 
enlarged and improved. Fcp. 5s. 


LYRA GERMANICA, translated from the German by Miss C. Winx- 
WORTH. First SERIES, Hymns for the Sundays and Chief Festivals; 
SrcOND SERIES, the Christian Life. Fep. 5s. each SERIES. 


Hymns from Lyra Germanica, 18mo. ls. 


LYRA EUCHARISTICA; Hymns and Verses on the Holy Communion, 
Ancient and Modern: with other Poems, Editcd by the Rev. OrBy SHIP- 
LEY, M.A. Second Editiou. Fep. 7s. 6d. 


Lyra Messianica; Hymns and Verses on the Life of Christ, Ancient 
and Modern; with other Poems. By the same Editor. Second Edition, 
altered and enlarged. Fcp. 7s. 6d. 


Lyra Mystica; Hymns and Verses on Sacred Subjects, Ancient and 
Modern, By the same Editor. Fep. 7s. 6d. 


The CHORALE BOOK for ENGLAND; a complete Hymn-Book in 
accordance with the Services and Festivals of the Church of England: the 
Hymus translated by Miss C. WiNKWORTH; the tunes arranged by Prof. 

.S. BENNETT and OTTO GOLDSCHMIDT. Fcp. 4to. 12s. 6d. 


Congregational Edition. Fcp. 2s. 
The CATHOLIC DOCTRINE of the ATONEMENT: an Historical 


Inquiry into its Development in the Church; with an Introduction on the 
Principle of Theological Developments. By H. N. OXENH«M, M.A. for- 
merly Scholar of Balliol College, Oxford. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


FROM SUNDAY TO SUNDAY: an attempt to consider familiarly the 
Weckday Life and Labours of a Country Clergyman. By R. GEE, M.A. 
Vicar of Abbott’s Langley and Rural Dean. Fep. 5s. 


Our Sermons: an Attempt to consider familiarly, but reverently, the 
Preacher’s Work in the present day. By thesame Author. Fep. Gs. 


PALEY’S MORAL PHILOSOPHY, with Annotations. By RicHarp 
WHATELY, D.D. late Archbishop of Dublin. 8vo. 7s. 
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Travels, Voyages, ¢e. 


ICE-CAVES of FRANCE and SWITZERLAND ; a Narrative of Sub- 
terranean Exploration. By the Rev. G. F. Browne, M.A. Fellow and 
Assistant-Tutor of St. Catherine’s Coll. Cambridge, M.A.C. With 11 Dlus- 
trations on Wood. Square crown 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

VILLAGE LIFE in SWITZERLAND. By Sorwia D. DELMARD. 
Post Svo. 9s. 6d. 


HOW WE SPENT the SUMMER; or, a Voyage en Zigzag in Switzer- 


land and Tyrol with some Members of the ALP1IxBCLUB. From the Sketch- 
Book of one of the Party. Third Edition, redrawn. In oblong 4to. with 
about 300 Llustrations, 15s. 


BEATEN TRACKS; or, Pen and Pencil Sketches in Italy. By the 


Authoress of ‘A Voyage en Zigzag.” With 42 Pilates, containing about 200 
Sketches from Drawings made on the Spot. 8vo. 16s. 


MAP of the CHAIN of MONT BLANC, from an actual Survey in 
1863—1864. By A. ADAMS-REILLY, F.R.G.S. M.A.C. Pudtished under the 
Authority of the Alpine Club. In Chromolithography on extra stout 
drawing-paper 28in. x L7in. price 10s. or mounted on canvas in a folding 
case, 12s. bu. 

TRANSYLVANIA, its PRODUCTS and its PEOPLE. By Cuarrzs 


Boner. With 5 Maps and 43 Illustrations on Wood and in Chromolitho- 
graphy. 8vo. 21s. 


EXPLORATIONS in SOUTH WEST AFRICA, from Walvisch Bay to 


Lake Nenmi and the Victoria Falls. By Tuomas BaIneEs, F.R.G.S. 8vo. 
with Map and Illustrations, 21s. 


VANCOUVER ISLAND and BRITISH COLUMBIA; their History, 


Resources, and Prospects. By MaTTHEW MACFIE, F.R.G.S. With Maps 
and lilustrations. 8vo. 18s. 


HISTORY of DISCOVERY in our AUSTRALASIAN COLONIES, 
Australia, Tasmania, and New Zealand, from the Earliest Date to the 


Present Day. By WILLIAM Howitt. With 3 Maps of the Recené Explora- 
tions from Official Sources. 2 vols. 8vo, 20s. 


The CAPITAL of the TYCOON; a Narrative of a Three Years’ Resi- 
dence in Japan. By Sir RuTnmERFoRD ALCcocK, K.C.B. 2 vols. 8vo. with 
numerous L)lustrations, 42s. 


FLORENCE, the NEW CAPITAL of ITALY. By C.R.Wezp. With 
severa) Engravings on Wood from Drawings by the Author. Post Sve. 


The DOLOMITE MOUNTAINS. Excursions through Tyrol, Carinthia, 


Carniola, and Friuli in 1861, 1862, and 1868. By J. GrLBERT and G. C. 
CHURCHILL, F.R.G.S. With numerous Llustrations. Square crown 
8vo. 218. 


A SUMMER TOUR in the GRISONS and ITALIAN VALLEYS of 
the Bernina. By Mrs. HENRY FRESHFIEBLD. With 2 Coloured Maps and 
4 Views. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Alpine Byeways; or, Light Leaves gathered in 1859 and 1860. By 
the same Authoress. Post 8vo. with Llustrations, 1@s. 6d. 
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A LADY'S TOUR ROUND MONTE ROSA; including Visits to the 
Italian Valleys. With Map and Lllustrations. Post 8vo. 14s. 

GUIDE to the PYRENEES, for the use of Mountaineers. By 
CHARLES PACKE. With Maps, &c.and Appendix. Fcp. 6s. 

The ALPINE GUIDE. By Joun Batt, M.R.IA. late President of 
the Alpine Club. Post 8vo. with Maps and other Illustrations. 

Guide to the Eastern Alps, nearly ready. 

Guide to the Western Alps, including Mont Blanc, Monte Rosa, 
Zermatt, &c. 7s. 6d. 

Guide to the Oberland and all Switzerland, excepting the Neighbour- 
hood of Monte Rosa and the Great St. Bernard ; with Lombardy and the 
adjoining portion of Tyrol. 7s. 6d. 


A GUIDE to SPAIN. By H. O’SHea. Post 8vo. with Travelling 
Map, 15s. 


CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS; his Life, Voyages, and Discoveries. 
Revised Edition, with 4 Woodcuts. 18mo. 2s. 6d. 


CAPTAIN JAMES COOK; his Life, Voyages, and Discoveries. Revised 


Edition, with numerous Woodcuts. 18mo., 2s. 6d. 


HUMBOLDT’S TRAVELS and DISCOVERIES in SOUTH AMERICA. 
Third Edition, with numerous Woodcuts. i8mo. 2s. 6d. 

NARRATIVES of SHIPWRECKS of the ROYAL NAVY between 1793 
and 1857, compiled from Official Documents in the Admiralty by W. O. S. 
GILLY; with a Preface by W. 8S. Grtuy, D.D. Third Edition. Fep. 5s. 

A WEEK at the LAND’S END. By J.T. BiicuT; assisted by E. 
H. Ropp, BR. Q. CoucH, and J. Raurs. With Map and 96 Woodcuts. Fop. 
price 68. 6d. : 

VISITS to REMARKABLE PLACES: Old Halls, Battle-Fields, and 
Scenes Illustrative of Striking Passages in English ore and Poetry. 
By WILLIAM HowirTr. 2 vols. square crown 8vo. with Wood Engravings, 
price 25s. 

The RURAL LIFE of ENGLAND. By the same Author. With 
Woodcuts by Bewick and Williams. Medium 8vo. 12s. 6d. 


Works of Fiction. 


ATHERSTONE PRIORY. By L. N. Comyn. 2 vols. post 8vo. 21s. 
Ellice: a Tale. By the same Author. Post 8vo. 9s. 6d. 
STORIES and TALES by the Author of ‘ Amy Herbert,’ uniform 


Edition, each Tale or Story complete ina single Volume. 
AMY HERBERT, 28.6d. IvoRs, 38. 6d. 
GERTRUDE, 2s.6d.  ~ KATHARINE ASHTON, 3s. 6d. 


EaR.’s DAUGHTER, 28. 6d. MARGARET PERCIVAL, 58. 
EXPRSRIENCE OF LIFE, 2s. 6d. LANETON PARSONAGE, 48. 6d. 
CLEVE HALL, 3s. 6d. URSULA, 48. 6d. 


A Glimpse of the ‘World. By the Author of ‘Amy Herbert.’ Fep, 7s. 6d. 
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THE SIX SISTERS of the VALLEYS: an Historical Romance. By 
W. BraMLFEy-Moore, M.A. Incumbent of Gerrard’s Cross, Bucks. Third 
Edition, with 14 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

The GLADIATORS: A Tale of Rome and Judea. By G. J. Wurte 
MELVILLE. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

Digby Grand, an Autobiography. By the same Author. 1 vol. 5s. 

Kate Coventry, an Autobiography. By the same. 1 vol. 5s. 

General Bounce, or the Lady and the Locusts. By the same. 1 vol. 5s. 

Holmby House, a Tale of Old Northamptonshire, 1 vol. 5s. 

Good for Nothing, or All Down Hill. By the same. 1 vol. 6s. 

The Queen’s Maries, 2 Romance of Holyrood. 1 vol. 6s. 

The Interpreter, a Tale of the War. By the same. 1 vol. 5s. 


TALES from GREEK MYTHOLOGY. By Georce W. Cox, M.A. 
late Scholar of Trin. Coll. Oxon. Second Edition. Square 16mo. 8s. 6d. 
Tales of the Gods and Heroes. By the same Author. Sccond 

Edition. Fcp. 58. 
Tales of Thebes and Argos. By the same Author. Fep. 4s. 6d. 


BECKER’S GALLUS; or, Roman Scenes of the Time of Augustus: 
with Notes and Excursuses illustrative of the Manners and Customs of the 
Ancient Romans. New Edition. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

BECKER’S CHARICLES; a Tale illustrative of Private Life among the 
Ancient Greeks: with Notes and Excursuses. New Edition. Post &vo. 7s. 6d. 

ICELANDIC LEGENDS. Collected by Jon Arnason. Selected and 
Translated from the Icelandic by G. E. J. PowErt and E. MAaGNUssoN. 


SEconD SERIES, with Notes and an Introductory Essay on the Origin and 
Genius of the Icelandic Folk-Lore, and 3 Illustrations on Wood. Cr. 8vo. 2is. 


The WARDEN: a Novel. By ANrHony TROLLOPs. Crown &vo. 2s. 6d. 


Barchester Towers: a Sequel to ‘The Warden.’ By the same 
Author. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 


Poetry and The Drama. 


GOETHE'S SECOND FAUST. Translated by Jonn Anster, LL.D). 

aston Regius Professor of Civil Law in the University of Dublin. Post 
vo. 168. 

TASSO’S JERUSALEM DELIVERED. Translated into English Verse 
by Sir J. Krnaston James, Kt. M.A. 2 vols. fep. with Facsimile, 14s. 
POETICAL WORKS of JOHN EDMUND READE; with final Revision 

and Additions. 3 vols. fep. 18s. or each vol. separately, 6s. 

MOORE’S POETICAL WORKS, Cheapest Editions complete in 1 vol. 
including the Autobiographical Prefaces and Author’s last Notes, which are 
still copyright. Crown 8vo. ruby type, with Portrait, 6s. or People's 
Euition, in larger type, 12s. 6d, 

Moore’s Poetical Works, as above, Library Edition, medium 8vo. 
with Portrait and Vignette, 14s. or in 10 vols. fep. 3s. 6d. each. 


_—— 


NEW WORKS PUBLISHED BY LONGMANS awp CO. 25 


MOORE’S IRISH MELODIES, Maclise’s Edition, with 161 Steel Plates 
from Original Drawings. Super-royal 8vo. 31s. 6d. 


Miniature Edition of Moore’s Irish Melodies with Maclise’s De- 
signs (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 16mo. 10s. 6d. 


MOORE’S LALLA ROOKH. Tenniel’s Edition, with 68 Wood 
Engravings from original Drawings and other Illustrations. Fep. 4to. 21s. 


SOUTHEY’S POETICAL WORKS, with the Author’s last Corrections 
and copyright Additions. Library Edition, in 1 vol. medium 8vo. with 
Portrait and Vignette, 14s. or in 10 vols. fcp. 3s. 6d. each. 


LAYS of ANCIENT ROME; with Jvry and the Armada. By the 
Right Hon. LORD MAcaULaY. 16mo. 4s. 6d. 


Lord Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome. With 90 Illustrations on 
Hood Original and from the Antique, from Drawings by G. ScuarFr. Fcp. 

e 14, t 
Miniature Edition of Lord Macaulay’s Lays of Ancient Rome, 


avian Pipeliee Designs (as above) reduced in Lithography. Imp. 16mo. 
10s. 6d. 


POEMS. By Jean INcELow. Eleventh Edition. Fecp. 8vo. 5s. 


Poems by Jean Ingelow. A New Edition, with nearly 100 Ilustra- 
tions by Eminent Artists, engraved on Wood by the Brothers DaLzrE1. 
Fep. 4to. 21s. 


POETICAL WORKS of LETITIA ELIZABETH LANDON (L.E.L.) 
2 vols. 16mo, 10s. ’ 


PLAYTIME with the POETS: a Selection of the best English Poetry 
for the use of Children. By a Lapy. Revised Edition. Crown 8vo. 5s. 


SHAKSPEARE’S SONNETS NEVER BEFORE INTERPRETED; 
his PRIVATE FRIENDS identified; together with a recovered LIKE- 
NESS of HIMSELF. By GERALD MassEy. 8vo. 18s. 


BOWDLER’S FAMILY SHAKSPEARE, cheaper Genuine Edition, 
complete in 1 vol. large type, with 36 Woodcut Llustrations, price 14s. or 
with the same ILLUSTRATIONS, in 6 pocket vols. 3s. 6d. each. 


ARUNDINES CAMI, sive Musarum Cantabrigiensium Lusus canori. 

Collegit atque edidit H. Dkuky,M.A. Editio Sexta, curavit H. J. HopGson, 
‘' M.A. Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. 

The ZNEID of VIRGIL Translated into English Verse. By Joun 
ConiInGctTon, M.A. Corpus Professor of Latin in the University of Oxford. 
Crown Svo. 98. 

The ILIAD of HOMER TRANSLATED into BLANK VERSE. By 


IcHABOD CHARLES WRIGHT, M.A. late Fellow of Magd. Coll. Oxon. 2 vols. 
crown 8vo, 21s. 


The ILIAD of HOMER in ENGLISH HEXAMETER VERSE. By 


J. Henry Dart, M.A. of Excter College, Oxford: Author of ‘The Exilo of 
St. Helena, Newdigate, 1838.’ Square crown 8vo. 21s. 


DANTE’S DIVINE COMEDY, translated in English Terza Rima by 
Joun DayMaN, M.A. [With the Italian Text, after Brunett, interpaged.] 


8vo. 2ie. 
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Rural Sports, &c. 


ENCYCLOPZDIA of RURAL SPORTS; a complete Account, His- 
torical, Practical. and Descriptive, of Hunting, Shooting, Fishing, Racing, 
&c. Gas P. BLAINE. With above 600 Woodcuts (20 from Designs by 
Joum LEECH). 8vo. 42s. 

NOTES on RIFLE SHOOTING. By Captain Heaton, Adjutant of 
the Third Manchester Rifle Volunteer Corps. Revised Edition. Fep. 2s. 6d. 

COL. HAWKER’S INSTRUCTIONS to YOUNG SPORTSMEN in all 
that relates to Guns and Shooting. Revised by the Author’s Sox. Square 
crown 8vo. with Illustrations, 18s. 

The RIFLE, its THEORY and PRACTICE. By Anrtraur Walker 
(79th Hichlanders). Staff. Hythe and Ficetwood Schools of Musketry. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. with 125 Woodcuts, 5s. 

The DEAD SHOT, or Sportsman’s Complete Guide; a Treatise on 
the Use of the Gun, Dog-breaking. Pigeon-shooting, &c. By Marxsmayn. 
Revised Edition. Fep. 8vo. with Plates, 5s. 

’ HINTS on SHOOTING, FISHING, &c. both on Sea and Land and in 
the Fresh and Saltwater Lochs of Scotland: being the Experiences of 
CO. Inte. Second Edition, revised. Fep. 66 

The FLY-FISHER’S ENTOMOLOGY. By ALFRED Ronaips. With 
coloured Representations of the Natural and Artificial Insect. Sixth 
Rdition; with 20 coloured Plates. 8vo. 14s. 

HANDBOOK of ANGLING: Teaching Fly-fishing, Trolling, Bottom- 
fishing, Salmon-fishing; with the Natural History of River Fish, and the 
best modes of Catching them. By EPHEMERA. Fcp. Woodcuts, 5a. 

The CRICKET FIELD; or, the History and the Science of the Game 
of Cricket. By JAMES Pycrort, B.A. Fourth Edition. Fep. Se. 

The Cricket Tutor; a Treatise exclusively Practical. By the same. 
18mo. 1é. 

Cricketana. By the same Author. With 7 Portraits. Fep. 5s. 

The HORSE-TRAINER’S and SPORTMAN’S GUIDE: with Consider- 


ations on the Duties of Grooms, on Purchasing Blood Stock, and on Veteri- 
nary Bxamination. By DiagBy CoLLINs. Post 8vo. 6s. 


The HORSE’S FOOT, and HOW to KEEP IT SOUND. By W. 
Miks, Esq. Ninth Edition, with Illustrations. Imperial 8vo. 12s. Ad, 

A Plain Treatise on Horse-Shoeing. By the same Author. Post 
8vo. with Hlustrations, 2s. 6d. 

Stables and Stable-Fittings. Bythe same. Imp. 8vo. with 13 Plates, 15s. 

Remarks on Horses’ Teeth, addressed to Purchasers. By the same. 
Post 8vo. 18. 6d. 

On DRILL and MANGUVRES of CAVALRY, combined with Horse 
Artillery. By Major-Gen. MicnaErL W. SMITH, C.B. Commanding the 
Poonah Division of the Bombay Ariny. 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

BLAINE’S VETERINARY ART; a Treatise on the Anatomy, Physi- 
aoe7, aod Curative Treatment of the Diseases of the Horse, Neat Caétle 

cep. 


Seventh E:lition, revised and enlarged by C. STsER1, M.R.C.V.8.L. 
Svo. with Plates and Woodcuts, 188, 
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The HORSE: with a Treatise on Draught. By Wir11am Yovarr. 
New Edition, revised and enlarged. 8vo. with numerous Woodcute, 108. 6d. 


The Dog. By the same Author. 8vo. with numerous Woodcuts, 6s. 


The DOG in HEALTH and DISEASE. By Stonenerce. With 70 
Wood Engravings. Square erown 8vo. 15s. 


The Greyhound. By the same Author. Revised Edition, with 24 
Portraits of Greyhounds. Square crown 8vo. 21s. 


The OX; his Diseases and their Treatment: with an Essay on Parturi- 
tion a Le Cow. By J. R. Dosson, M.B.C.V.S. Crown 8vo. with Illustrations, 
price 7s. 6d. 


Commerce, Navigation, and Mercantile Affatrs. 


BANKING, CURRENCY, and the EXCHANGES: a Practical Trea- 
tise. By ARTHUR CRUMP, Bank Manager, formerly of the Bank of England. 
Poat 8vo. 63. 

The THEORY and PRACTICE of BANKING. By Hewry Douxninc 
Macteop, M.A. Barrister-at-Law. Second Edition, entirely remodelled. 
2 vols. 8vo. 30s. 

PRACTICAL GUIDE for BRITISH SHIPMASTERS to UNITED 


States Ports. By PIERREPONT Epwakps, Her Britannic Majesty’s Vice- 
Consul at New York. Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 


A NAUTICAL DICTIONARY, defining the Technical Language re- 
lative to the Building and Hquipment of ese tgs acd and Steamers, &c. 
By a Young. Second Edition; with Plates and 150 Woodcuts. 
8vo. 18s. 

A DICTIONARY, Practical, Theoretical, and Historical, of Com- 
merceand Commercial Navigation. By J. R. M‘CuLLoca, Eeqg. 8vo. with 
Maps and Plans, 50s. 

A MANUAL for NAVAL CADETS. By J. M‘Nem Boypn, iate Cap- 
tain R.N. Third Edition; with 240 Woodcuts and 11 coloured Plates. 
Post 8vo. 12s. 6d. 

The LAW of NATIONS Considered as Independent Political Com- 
munities. By TrRavERs Twrss, D.C.L. Regius Professor of Civil Law in the 
University of Oxford. 2 vols. 8vo. 30s. or separately, Part I. Penos, Vs. 
Pakt Il. War, 18s. 


Works of Utility and General Information. 


MODERN COOKERY for PRIVATE FAMILIES, reduced to a System 
of Easy Practice in a Series of carefully-tested Receipts. By Exiza Acron. 
feds reed and enlarged; with 8 Plates, Figures, and 150 Woodcuts. 

cp. 78. 6d. 


On FOOD and its DIGESTION; an Introduction to Dietetics. i 
W. Brinton, M.D. Physicianto St. Thomas’s Hospital, &«. With 48 W 
cuts. Post Svo. 12s. 
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WINE, the VINE, and the CELLAR. By Tuomas G. Suaw. Se- 
cond Edition, revised and enlarged, with Frontispiece and 31 [llustrations 
on Wood. 8vo. 168. 

HOW TO BREW GOOD BEER: a complete Guide to the Art of 
Brewing Ale, Bitter Ale, Table Ale, Brown Stout, Porter, and Table Beer. 
By Jouw Pitt. Revised Kdition. Fcp. 4s. 6d. 

A PRACTICAL TREATISE on BREWING ; with Formule for Public 
Brewers, and Instructions for Private Families. By W. BLaAcK. 8vo. 10s. 6d. 


SHORT WHIST. By Magsor A. Sixteenth Edition, revised, with an 
Kssay on the Theory of the Modern Scientific Game by Pror.P. Fep. 3s. 6d. 


WHIST, WHAT TO LEAD. By Cam. Third Edition. 32mo. 1s. 
The EXECUTOR’S GUIDE. By J.C. Hopson. Enlarged Edition, 


revised by the Author, with reference to the latest reported Cases and 
Acts of Parliament. Fep. 6s. : 


Hudson’s Plain Directions for Making Wills. Fcp. 2s. 6d. 
TWO HUNDRED CHESS PROBLEMS, composed by F. Heater, 


including the Problems to which the Prizes were awarded by the Committees 
of the Era, the Manchester, the Birn-ingha:u, and the Bristol Chess Problem 
Tournaments; accompanied by the SoLUTIOoNs. Crown 8vo. with 200 Dia- 
grams, 5s. 

The CABINET LAWYER ; a Popular Digest of the Laws of England, 
Civil, Criminal, and Constitutional. Twenty-second Edition, entirely re 
composed. and hrought down by the AUTHOR to the close of the Parliamen- 
tary Session of 1866. Fcp. 10s. 6d. 


The PHILOSOPHY of HEALTH; or, an Exposition of the Physio- 


logical and Sanitary Conditions conducive to Human Longevity and 
Happiness. By SoutHwoop SMITH. M.D. Eleventh Edition, revised and 
enlarged : with 1138 Woodcuts, 8vo. 15s. 


HINTS to MOTHERS on the MANAGEMENT of their HEALTH 
during the Period of Pregnancy and in the Lying-in Room. By T.BvULt, 
M.D. Fecp. 5s. 

The Maternal Management of Children in Health and Disease. By 
the same Author. Fcp. 5e. 

The LAW RELATING to BENEFIT BUILDING SOCIETIES; with 
Practical Observations on the Act and all the Cases decided thereon; also a 
Form of Rules and Forms of Mortgages. By W. Tipp Pratt, Barrister. 
Second Edition. Fcp. 3s. 6d. 

NOTES on HOSPITALS. By Frorence NieutinaaLe. Third Edi- 
tion, enlarged ; with 18 Plans. Post 4to. 18s. 


C. M. WILLICH’S POPULAR TABLES for ascertaining the Value 
of Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church Property, Renewal Fines, &c.; the 
Public Funds; Annual Average Price and Interest on Conso!s from 1731 to 
1861; Chemical, Geographical, Astronomical, Trigonometrical Tables, &c. 
Post 8vo. 10s. 

THOMSON’S TABLES of INTEREST, at Three, Four, Four and 8 
Half, and Five per Cent. from One Pound to Ten Thousand and from 1 to 
$65 Days. 12mo. 3s. 6d. 

MAUNDER’S TREASURY of KNOWLEDGE and LIBRARY of 


Reference: comprising an English Dichonaty and Grammar, Universal 
Gazetteer, Classical Dictionary, Chronology, Law Dictionary, a Synopsis 
of the Peerage, useful Tables, &c. Revised Edition. Fep. 10s, 6d. 
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cece Pastoral Erist... 
—Philippians, €e.. 
—-—____. Thessalonians... 
Essaysand Reviews .......6....cccccecsceee 
on Religion and Literature, edited 
by MANNING PO eereserrececresesesesesesssce 


Farrearnn on Iron Shipbuilding .......... 
Faianatnn's Application of Cast and 
Wrought Iron to Building............06- A 
Information for Engineers... 
Treatise on Milla & Millwork 
Fanrrarn's Chapters on Language .......:0. 
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